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Moſt Agreeable Companion, &c. 
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1 1 
Advice to the Ladies, y Lord Lyitleton. 
Addreſſed to B ELIN DA. 


4 councels of a friend, BELINDA, hear, 
Too roughly kind to pleaſe a lady's ear; 
Diſdain the flatteries of a lover's pen, 

And hear ſuch truths as ſeldom come from men. 
Nor think I ſpeak you ill, when thus I ſhow, 
What female vanity might fear to know; 
Some merit's mine, to dare to be ſincere, 

But greater your's, fincerity to bear. 


Hard is the fortune that your ſex attends 
Women, like Princes, find few real friends; 
All who approach them, their own ends purſue ; 
Lovers, and Miniſters, are ſeldom true. | 
Hence, oft from virtue, heedleſs beauty ſtrays, 
And the moſt truſted guide, the moſt betrays ; 
Hence, by fond dreams of fancy'd power amus'd, 
When moſt you tyrannize, you're moſt abus'd, 


What is your ſex's earlieſt lateſt care, 
Your hearts ſupreme ambition ? To be fair ; 
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For this, the toilet every thought employs, 
Hence, all the toils of dreſs, and all the joys; 
For this, hands, lips, and eyes are put to ſchool, 
And each inſtructed feature, has its rule ; 
And yet, how few have learnt, when this is given, 
Not to diſgrace the partial boon of heaven ? 

How few, with all their pride of form, -can move? 

How few arelovely, that were made for love? 

Do you, my fair, endeavour to poſſeſs, 

An elegance of mind, as well as dreſs ; 

Be that your ornament, and know to pleaſe, 

By grateful nature's unaffected eaſe. 

Nor make, to dangerous wit, a vain pretence, 
But wiſely reſt content with modeſt ſenſe ; 

For wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain, 

Too ſtrong for feeble woman to ſuſtain ; | 

Of thoſe who claim it, more than half have none, 
And half of thoſe who have it, are undone. 


Be ſtill ſuperior to your ſex's arts, 
Nor think diſhoneſty, a proof of parts ; 
For you, the plaineſt is the wiſeſt rule, 
A Cunning Woman, ,13aKnaviſh Fool. 


Be good yourſelf, nor think another's ſhame, 
Can raiſe your merit, or adorn your fame ; 
Prudes rail at whores, as Stateſmen in diſgrace, 
At miniſters, becauſe they wiſh their place ; 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ſerene, 
Without, all beauty, and all peace, within; 
The honour of a prude, is rage and ſtorm, 

Tiis uglineſs, in its moſt frightful form; 
Fiercely it ſtands, defying Gods and men, 
As fiery monſters guard a giant's den; 
Seek to be goed, but aim not to be great, 

A woman's nobleſt ſtation, is retreat; 
Her faireſt virtues fly from public fight, 
Domeſtic worth, that ſhuns too ſtrong a light, 
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To rougher man, ambition's taſk reſign 
ris ours, in Senates, or in Courts to ſhine, 
To labour for à ſunk corrupted ſtate, 

or dare the rage of envy, and be great; 

One only care, your gentle breaſts ſhould move, 
n' important buſineſs of your life, is love; 
TT this great point direct your conſtant aim, 
This makes your happineſs, and this your fame. 


q 
"i 
> 
7 

Ke 


Be never cool reſerve with paſſion join'd, 

With caution chuſe ; but then be fondly kind; 

The ſelfiſh heart, that but by halves 1s given, 
Shall find no place in love's delightful heaven; 

Here ſweet extremes alone, can truly bleſs; 

The virtue of a lover, is exceſs ; 

A maid unaſk'd, may own a well-plac'd flame, 

Not loving F1RsT, but loving wRoNs, is ſhame. 


Contemn the little pride of giving pain, 
Nor think, that conqueſt juſtifies diſdain; 
hort is the period of inſulting power; 

| Offended Cupid finds his vengeful hour; 
Soon will reſume the empire which he gave, 
And ſoon the tyrant ſhall become the ſlave. 


Bleſt is the maid, and worthy to be bleſt, 8 
wWhoſe foul, entire, by him ſhe loves, poſſeſt; 5 
Feels every vanity, in fondneſs loſt, 9015 

And aſks no power, but that of pleaſing moſt ; 
ers is the bliſs, in juſt return to prove, 

he honeft warmth of undiſſembled love; 

Por her inconſtant man might ceaſe to range, 

And gratitude forbid defire to change. 


But, left harſh care the lover's peace deſtroy, 
And, roughly blight the tender buds of Joy 3 
et reaſon teach, what paſſion fain would hide, 
That Hymen's bands by prudence ſhould be ty'd ; 
| A 3 Venus 
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Think not, the huſband gain'd, that all is done, 


The lover in the huſband may be loſt 


From kind concern about his weal, or woe, 


Make it your pride, his ſervant to appear; 


* 


Venus, in vain, the wedded pair would crown, 
If angry fortune on their union frown ; 

Soon will the flatt'ring dreams of bliſs be o'er, 
And cloy d imagination cheat no more 
Then waking to the ſenſe of laſting pain, | 
With mutual tears, the nuptial couch they ſtain ; 
And that fond love, which ſhould afford relief, 
Does but increaſe the anguiſh of their grief: 9 
While both, could eafier, their own ſorrows, bear, 
Than the ſad knowledge of each other's care. 4 


8 
1 


Vet may you rather feel that virtuous pain, 
Than ſell your violated charms for gain; | 
Than wed the wretch whom you deſpiſe, or hate, 
For the vain glare of uſeleſs wealth, or ſtate ; 
The moſt abandon'd proſtitutes are they, 

Who, not to love, but av'rice fall a prey; 
Nor aught avails the ſpecious name of Wife, 
A maid ſo wedded, is a Whore for Life. 
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Fen in the happieſt choice, where fav'ring heaven, 
Has equal love, and eaſy fortune given ; 


The prize of happineſs muſt ſtil} be won; 
And oft, the careleſs find it to their coſt, 


The graces might alone his heart allure, 
They, and the virtues meeting muſt ſecure ; 
Let e'en your prudence wear a pleaſing dreſs, 
Of care tor him and anxious tenderneſs ; 
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Let each domeſtic duty ſeem to flow; | 


The houſehold ſceptre, if he bids you wear, 


Endearing thus the common acts of life, 
The mittreſs till ſhall charm him in the wife; 
And wrinkled age ſhall unobſerv'd come on, 

Before, his eyes perceive one beauty gone; I 
Ev*n o'er your cold, and ever-ſacred urn, 1 
His conftant flame ſhall unextinguiſh'd burn. J 
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Thus I, BELIx DA, would your charms improve, 
And form your heart, to all the arts of love; 
The taſk was harder to ſecure my own, 
Againſt the power of thoſe already known ; 
For well you twiſt the ſecret chains that bind, 
With gentle force, the captivated mind ; 
SkilPd, every ſoft attraction to employ, . 
Each flatt'ring hope, and each alluring joy; 
I own.your genius and from you receive, 


The rules of pleaſing, which to you I give. 


SPAR No nA BRAN Re 


Upon 4 WATCH. 


ODP but our tempers move, like this machine, 
Nor urg'd by paſſion, nor delay'd by ſpleen ; 

And true to nature's regulating power, 

By virtuous acts, diſtinguiſh ev'ry hour; 

Then health and joy wou'd follow, as they ought, 

The law of motion, and the laws of thought; 

Sweet health, to paſs the preſent moments o'er, 

And everlaſting joy, when time's no more. 


N. S.. PA SARA ts BN: Re 


To a Lady ſitting Crofs- legg'd for a Gentleman 
at Cards, 


HAT various charms can Celia boaſt, 
By nature, how befriended ; 
Whoſe legs, are both a charm, when croſs'd, 
And charming, when—extended, 
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| FELL CELLS LES e t . 
On BRIBERY. 


Poor man once a Judge beſought, 
'Fo judge aright his caule ; 


And with pot of oil ſalutes, 4 

| This judger of the laws. Y 

| My friend, quoth he, thy cauſe is good; 4 

1 He, glad, away did trudge; 1 

Anon, his wealthy foe did come, 1 

Before this partial Judge. 3 

A hog, well ted, this churl preſents, 3 

And craves a ftrain of law; | 
The hog receiv'd, the poor man's right, 2 
Was judg'd not worth a ſtraw. 3 
Therewith he cry'd, O! parcel. judge, Y 
| | Thy doom tas me undone ; RH 
| When oil I gave, my cauſe was good, 1 
But now to ruin run. 'Y 
. Poor man, quoth he, I thee forgot, A 
| And ſee | thy cauſe of foil; 4 
ü A hog came ſince into my houſe, 1 
| | And broke thy pot of oil. 3 
| LEFT EFT 8 & E KK Z 
| 6 
| 7 Deen Elizabeth being aſked 1 Opinion concerning EZ 
Vi the real Preſence in the Sacrament, gave the fol- 3 


| dawing artful and folid Anſwer : 3 


* HRIST' was the word, that ſpake it; 
| He took the bread, and brake it; 
9 And what the word, did make it, 


That I believe, and take it. 
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Little Mouths. 


ROM London, Paul the carrier, coming down, 

To Wantage, meets a beauty of the town ; 

They both accoſt, with ſalutation pretty, 

As how does Paul ? thank ye, and how does Betty ? 

Did'ſ ſee our Jack, nor Siſter ? No, you've ſeen, 

I warrant, none but thoſe, who ſaw the Queen. 

Many words ſpoke in jeſt, ſays Paul, are true, 

I came from Windſor, and if ſome folks knew, 

As much as I, it might be well for you. 5 

Lord Paul! what is 't? Why sive me ſomething for t 

This kiſs, and this; the matter's then in ſhort ;_ 

The parliament have made a proclamation, 

Which will this week be (ent all round the nation 

That maids with little mouths do all prepare, 

On Sunday next to come before the Mayor, 

And that all bathelors be likewiſe there. 

For maids with little mouths ſhall, if they pleaſe, 

From theſe young gentlemen chuſe two a-piece. 

Betty with bridled chin, extends her face, 

And then contracts her lips, with ſimp'ring grace, 

Cries, hem! pray what muſt all the huge ones do 

For huſbands, when we little mouths have two ? 

Hold! not ſo faſt ! cries he, pray pardon me, 

Maids with huge gaping wide mouths muſt have 
three. 

Betty diſtorts her face with hideous ſquawl 

And mouth of a foot wide begins to ba], 

Oh! oh! is'tſo? the caſe is alter'd, Paul, 

Is that the point ? I wiſh the three were tcn, 

I warrant III find mouth, if they'll find men. 
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Abuſe of _ of Great Renown, among the 
Ancient Greeks and Latins, 


ORTUNE, alas! how ſporteſt thou on earth ! 


Fame, thou'rt a wind !—a bubble gave thee birth ! | 3 


Say, where thoſe names which ſet the world on fire ? 
Where does the pride of Greece and Rome retire ? 
Hector's dread name now marks the butcher's dog! 
Cato keeps ſheep, and Brutus drives a hog ! 

Look ye for Pompey ? ſearch the farmer's yard ; 
You'll meet with Cæſar in yond orchard's guard; 

But rivals ſtill for fame, unknown to fears, 

A bone, unpick'd, ſhall ſet them by the ears. 

See Scipio, bolt of war the bull eſſay ! 

Whilit Nero (bloodhound fill) makes man his prey ; ; 
'Thus fares it with Renown ! nor Gods retain, 

One jot of reverence to their ſacred name ; 

Juno, Mars, Venus, lap-dogs now and bitches, 
With mangy coats, are drown'd, and float in ditches — 
Liv'd ye, on earth, ye once fam'd pair of ſages, 
Who view'd from diff'rent points the crimes of ages 
How wouldft * thou weep for greatneſs ſo burleſqu'd ! 
How wouldſt + thou laugh at dogs in regal veſt! | 


* Heraclituss 4 Democritus, 
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On a Pipe of Tobacco. 


RITICS avaunt ; Tobacco is my theme ; ; 
Tremble like Hornets at the blaſting ſteam. 

And you, Court Inſects, flutter not too near 
Its light, nor buzz within the ſcorching ſphere. 
Peoollio, 


ö 


Pollio, with flame, like thine, my verſe inſpire, 
So ſhall the muſe from ſmoke, elicit fire. 
Coxcombs prefer the lickling ſting of ſnuff; 

Yet all their claim to wiſdom is —a puff: 

Lord Fopling ſmokes not—for his teeth afraid: 
Sir Tawdry ſmokes not — for he wears brocade. 
Ladies, when pipes are brought, affect to ſwoon ; 
They love no " ch except the ſmoke of town. 
But Courtiers hate the puffing tribe, — no matter, 
Strange if they love the breath that cannot flatter ! 
Its foes but ſhew their 1gnorance ;- can he 

Who ſcorns the leaf of knowledge, love the tree ? 
The tainted Templar (more prodigious yet) 

Rails at tobacco, though it makes him ſpit. 
Citronia vows, it has an odious ſtink; 

She will not ſmoke (ye Gods !) but ſhe will drink: 
And chaſte Prudella (blame her if you can) 

Says, pipes are us'd by that vile creature, Man: : 
Yet crouds remain, who ſtill its worth proclaim, 
While ſome for pleaſure ſmoke, and ſome for fame: 
Fame, of our actions univerſal ſpring, 

For which we drink, eat, ſleep, ſmoke—ey'ry thing 


a8 
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The one has got money, the other has wit: 
Jokes Gripus, pays Grizle; now where is the 
wonder, 


If Grizle and Gripus are ſeldom aſunder. 


pos finely friend Grizle, and Grips are met, 
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Ars. Prichard's Farewell Epilogue, 1768. 
HE curtain dropt —my mimic life 1s paſt, 

| The ſcene of 4 ſleep, and terror, was my laſt; 
Could I, in ſuch a ſcene, my exit make, | 
When every real feeling is awake ? 

Which beating here, ſuperior to all art, 


Burſts in full tides, from a moſt grateful heart. 


I now appear myſelf— diſtreſs'd, diſmay'd, 
More than in all the characters, I've play'd : 
In acted paſſion, tears muſt ſeem to flow, 
« But I have that within, that paſſeth ſhew,” 


Before I go, and this lov'd ſpot forſake, 
What gratitude can give, my wiſhes, take : 
Upon your hearts, may no affliction prey, 
Which cannot, by the ſtage, be chas'd away : 
And may the ſtage, to pleaſe each virtuous mind, 
Grow ev'ry day more moral, more retin'd ; 
Refin'd from groſsneſs, not by foreign ſkill, 


Weed out the poiſon, but be Engliſh {t1]], — 


To all my brethren whom I leave behind, 
Still may your bounty, as to me, be kind ; 
To me for many years, your favours flow'd, 
Humbly receiv'd on {mall deſert beſtow'd ; 
For which I feel---what cannot be expreſs'd--- 


Words are too weak---my tears mult {peak the reſt, 


On 


+ Laft Scene of Lady Macbeth, 
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On Dancin 8. 


20 a Lady. 


AY I preſume ; in humble "0 
My dancing fair, thy ſteps to praiſe ? 
While this grand maxim, I advance, 
That all the world is, but a dance. 


That human kind, both man and woman, 
Do dance, is evident and common ; 
David himſelf that God-like King, 
We know, could dance, as well as ſing 
Folks, who at Court, would keep hel 3 
Mluſt dance attendance, the year round; 
Whole nations dance; gay friſking France, 
Has lead the Engliſh many a dance ; 
And ſome believe, both France and Spain, 
E'er long, will take us out again. 


8 nature in one ball we find, 

The water dances to the wind; 
The ſea itſelf, at night and noon, 
Riſes and dances to the moon; 
The moon around the earth doth tread, 
A Cheſhire round, yet ne'er looks red; 
The earth and planets round the ſun, 
Still dance, nor will their dance be done, 
Till nature in one blaze be blended, 
Then may we 170 the ball is ended. 
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Pp 2 blew an » hand Brent in utmoſt confuſion, 


The ſailors all hurried, to get abſolution ; 
| Which 
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Which done, and the weight of their fins they'd 
| confeſs'd, 
| Were transferr'd, as they thought, from themſelves to 
| the prieſt ; 4 
| To lighten the ſhip, and conclude their devotion, 'H 
| They toſs'd the poor parſon, ſouſe into the © ocean. 
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Extent of Cookery. 
HEN Tom to Cambridge firſt was ſent 


' 

A plain brown bob he wore ; 

Read much, and look'd as though he meant, 
| To be a i fop no more. 


See him to Lincoln's-Inn repair, 

1 His reſolution flag; 

He cheriſhes a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. * 


Nor Coke, nor Lyttleton regards, 
But gets into the houſe; 
And ſoon a judge's rank rewards, 
His pliant votes and bows. 


Adieu ye bobs! Ve bags give place! 
Full bottoms come inſtead! 

Good Lord ! to ſee the various ways, 
Of dreſſing— a CAlr' J Heap. 


Epigram 
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Epigram on the New Pavement in London. 


HE new Scottiſh pavement is worthy of praiſe, 


We're indebted to Scotland, for mending our 
ways; 
But, what we can never forgive em, ſome ſay, 
Is, chat they have taken our Poſts all away. 


... chock heck: ckeck;cty 


On the Peace, in 1763. 


VL 
HE peace proclaim'd ! no Engliſh ſhouts ariſe ! 
No pointed ſky-rockets ſalute the ſcies! 

A oy ſilence reigns in every ſtreet, 
And, fullen Britons, ſullen Britons, meet. 
Not fo, thro? all th? elated-realms of France, 
Her ſons triumphant ſhout, and fing, and dance: 
Joy univerſal, fills the nation round, 
Altars and Churches are with laurels crown '>; 
The ſtately Spaniard, tho? unus'd to ſmile, 
Turns up his fallow cheek, a grins a-while, 
«© The MORO is our own, once more (he cries) 
& Thanks to Scotch Miniſters, and French allies. 
« So flouriſh ever Britain, hated realm! 
« And, oh! may tories,' rule and guide thy helm 
« Bleſk ſons of Utrecht, long may ye increaſe : 
Let the whigs conquer, ſo you make the peace.” 


The 
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Each for parade, to catch the clients eye, 
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The Long V. acation. 


M* Lord now quits his venerable ſeat, 

The ſix clerk, on his padlock turns the key; ; 
From buſineſs. hurries, to his ſnug retreat 

And leaves Vacation, and the town to me. 


Now all is huſt'd, aſleep the eye of care, 
And Lincoln's 1 a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds; 
Save, where the porter, whiſtles o'er the ſquare, 
Or Pompey barks, or baſket woman ſcolds: 


Save that from yonder pump, and duſty ſtair, 

The mopeing ſhoe-black, and the laundry maid ; 
Complain of ſuch, as from the town repair, 

And leave, their little quarterage, unpaid: 


In thoſe dull chambers, where old parchment lie, 
And uſeleſs drafts, in many a mouldring heap ; - 


Viner, and Blackſtone, in oblivion fleep. 


In theſe dead hours, what now remains for me, 
Still to the ſtool, and to the deſk confin'd ; 

Debarr'd from autumn ſhades, and liberty, 
(Thoſe pleaſures great, as my Cleora's Kind.) 


Hail, beauteous nymph. how does thy preſence gild, 
The brow of care, and mitigate my pains 

With thee, (ſuch extacy thy beauties yield,) 
Bondage is free, and hugs thy pleaſing chains. 


Bleſs'd in thy love, fincerely I deſpiſe ; 
The Qu1BBLE, warmly urg'd, with many a frown, 
Hear each opinion of the learn'd, and wiſe, 
Nor envy CaTo's wigg, or Torr r' s gown, Pe 
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To Polhjdire. On his Wiſh for a. Wife. 


| 'OLD, hold, my friend, your wiſhes are too great, 

H you ſeem to want, a quite peculiar ſtate ; | 

o pleaſe your greedy taſte, you needs muſt find, 
More in one woman, than were &er combin'd ; 

Our mother Eve, the pureſt of them all, | 
Was too loquacious ——or what caus'd her fall? 

And think you, then, more virtues e'er to find, 
In her degenerate daughters, left behind ? 
On thy fond paſſion, then lay ſome reſtraint, 
Nor aſk an Angel, or a perfect Saint; 
Remember, friend, this carnal ſphere's too low, 
Eor perfect Saints, or Angels e' er to grow. 


E F G--& ͤ 


IND Peggy kiſs'd her huſband, with theſe 
_ words, 
„Mine own ſweet Wilt, how dearly TI love thee,” 
If true, quoth Will, the world none ſuch affords ; 
And that, *tis true, I dare, her warrant be: 


For ne'er was woman yet, or good, or ill, 


But loved. always beſt, her own ſweet Will. 


An 
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An Addreſs to Life. 


X 7 HAT art thou, life ?---ſo courted by mankind ! 
| What are the pleaſures, of thy happieſt day? 
A gaudy mcteor, dancing on the wind, 
Admir'd while fleeting, like the ſmoke, away ! 


Is then, exiſtence deem'd ſo great a good. 
That, ev'ry thought of death, ſhou'd teem with 
dread, | | 
Ev'n to the wretch, depriv'd of friend, and food, 
Who wrings from charity, his daily bread ? 


Is it, that man attempts, with eager claſp, 

To hold the preſent---doubtful of his doom! 
Imploring reſpite, at his lateſt gaſp, 

And, ſhock'd with horror, at the yawning tomb? 


Doth heav'n unuſual terrors, then diſplay, 

To melt the ſoul ;---the ſtubborn neck to bend, 
Or powerful nature, vindicate her ſway, 

And ev'ry paſſion rouſe, for ſome great end! 


The reſttefs monarch, toſs'd in ſtorms of ſtate, 
Begs the continuance, of his regal toll ; - 
The labouring Hind, implores a longer date, 
Tho? doom'd with ſweating brow, to till the ſoil: 


The laurelPd Chief, train'd up in war's alarms, 
Prompt, in th' enſanguin'd field to yield his breath, 

Yet, lull'd in peace, and bleſs'd, with beauty's charms, 
Begins to tremble, at th' approach of death: 


Alike 


5 


Alike the vig'rous youth, and blooming maid, 
Aghaſt, behold, the grizly King advance ; 

The hoary Sire, and Hag, with age decay'd, 
Shrink from the blow, and tremble at his lance : 


See, the lone widow, o'er yon mournful bier, 
Of her loſt Lord, oppreſs'd with tender grief; 

Heave the deep ſigh, in ſilence drop the tear, 
Or call on death, to give her woes relief: 


When lenient time hath ſooth'd her troubled breaſt, 
And ſome new conſort, chears her drooping heart; 
Should death appear, and promiſe endleſs reſt, 
She'd eye, affrighted——his unerring dart: 
But happy he, whom conſcious virtue gives 
A ſoul ſerene, a firm, undaunted mind ; 
In peace ſecure, and hope, content he lives, 
And when his fate demands him, dies reſign'd. 
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Epitaph on a Cobler. 
\EATH, at a Cobler's door, oft made a ſtand, 
And, always found him, on the mending hand ; 
At laſt, came death, in very dirty weather, 
And ripp'd the ſole, from off the upper-leather ; 
Death put a trick upon him, and what was't ? 


The Cobler call'd for's awl, death brought his laſt, 

cker Kere decker erb beck hit 
Epigram on the D in the Year 1770. 
OW patriot and pick-purſe, for what they can 
Blow up, * dul flames of diſſenſion; 

By bawling out © Liberty,” one pays a debt, 


And the other, retires on a penſion, 
EPIGRAM. 
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EPIGRAM. 1770. 


. as hiſtory doth relate, 
Once made his horſe, a Miniſter of State, 
He gentle was, his actions all, were juſt, 

He flatter'd not, and ne' er, betray'd his truſt; 
He had no penſion, never took a bribe, 

Had no connexions with the venal tribe ; 

He liv'd contented, on his corn, and hay, 

And ſquander'd not, the public wealth away; 
Had no ambition, ſerv'd no ſelfiſh end, 

He got no riches, and, he loſt no friend; 
Such were his virtues, and, we mult allow, 

His parts are equal, to- our Stateſmen's, now. 


err rr 


Epigram, on Cibber being made a Poet. | 


ELL Laureats ſaid Apollo, ſtill 'tis mine, 

To give the real Laurel] ; 
For that, my Pope, my ſon divine, 
Of rivals, end the quarrel. 


But, gueſſing who would have the luck, 
To be the birth- day fibber; 
J thought of Dennis, Theobald, Duck, 


But, never dreamt of Cibber! 


EPIGRAM. 
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LARINDA, has ten thouſand charms, 
is heavn to lie within her arms: 
And, ſhe's ſo charitably given, 
She wiſhes all mankind in heaven. 


. 
Epitaph on Weſtminſter Abbey. 


. TTH diligence, and truſt, moſt exemplary, 
Y Y Did William Lawrence, ſerve a Prebendary; 

And for his pains now paſt, before not loſt, 

Gain'd this remembrance, at his maſter's coſt. 
„Oh ! read theſe lines again: you ſeldom find, 

« A ſervant faithful, and a maſter kind! 

Short-hand, he wrote; his flow'r, in prime did fade, 
And haſty death, of him, ſhort hand, hath made ; 
Well ſkill'd in numbers, and well-meaſur'd land, 
Thus doth he know that ground, whereon you ſtand ; . 
Wherein he lies, ſo geometrical, | 
Art maketh ſome, but this will nature, ALL. 


Nr ebe eee dere eder etc 
E PIT NU“ 
Eger the gloom of mortal life, a ſoul, 9 
fFere, leaves its mouldring tenement of clay ; 9 


Safe, where no cares their whelming billows roll, i 


No doubts bewilder, and no hopes betray. 


Like 
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Like thee, I, once have ſtemm'd the ſea of life; 
Like thee, have languiſh'd after empty joys 3 

Like thee, have labour'd in the ſtormy ſtrife; 
Been griev d for trifles, and amus'd with toys. 


Yet, for a while, *gainſt paſſion's threatful blaſt, 
Let ſteady reaſon, urge the ſtruggling oar ; 

Shot through the dreary gloom, the morn at laſt, 
Gives, to thy longing eye, the bliſsful ſhore. 


Forget my frailties, thou art alſo frail, | 
Forgive my lapſes, for thyſelf may'ſ fall; 
Nor read unmov'd, my artleſs tender tale, 
I was a friend, O man, to thee, to all. 


True Benevolexce. 


HE other day, ſays Ned to Joe, 
(Near Bedlam's confines groping) 
Whene'er, I hear, the cries of woe, 
My hand is, always, open. 


I own, ſays Joe, that, to the poor, 
(You prove it ev'ry minute) 

Your hand is open, to be ſure, 
But then, there's nothing in it. 


Epigram on Biſhop Atterbury's burying the Duke of 
1 Buckingham, | 


6 Inſure and certain hopes“ the prelate cries. 


| | T1 no hopes, the Duke he ſays, and dies. 
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Of theſe two learned Peers, I prithee ſay, man, 
Who is the lying knave, the prieſt, or layman ? 
The Duke, he ſtands, an Infidel confeſt; 

He's our dear brother, quoth the lordly prieſt. 
The Duke, the Knave, ſtill brother dear, he cries, 
And who can ſay, the Reverend Prelate lies. 


CCC 


On the Loſs of North America in One Campaign. 
VER Eaſt, and Weſt, Pitt ſpread the Britiſh 


reign, 5 

Curb'd envious France, and humbled ſaithleſs Spain. 
North, with raſh ignorance, and waſtful coſt, 

In one campaign, a Continent has loſt. 

What ſtigmas, ribband, ſtars, how foul a blot, 
When North a garter has, and Chatham not. 


* 


A Buere ; with a Poetical Solution. 


N HAT is the difference between a Nine-Pin 
* Bowl, and a Woman's Breaſt ? 
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Jo raiſe a middle pin, the breaſt is known, 
The bowl, a middle-pin, to tumble down. 


Te 
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7 PHIULES. 


E tuneful ſongſters, of the vocal grove, 

| Who warble forth your tender tales of love: 
Ye turtles, who, beſide the purling ſtream, 
.Sit, cooing to your mates, attend my theme! 
Thou Philomel, of all thy feather'd kind, 8 
Whofe notes, to love's ſoft meaſures, are inclin' d, 
Do thou attend, the ſweet, harmonious throng, 
And, while J ſing my fair, aſſiſt my ſong ; 
Ye gentle breezes, I adjure you, ſtay, 
And, to my Phillis, waft theſe ſighs away: 
Ah hapleſs me] What, no return of love? 
Will yet, no pity, my dear Phillis, move? 
Did ſhe but know, the inward pain I bear, 
Sure, ſhe would rid me, of ſuſpicious fear: 
What have I done, to merit this deſpair ? 
Why am I tortur'd thus, with grief, and care? 
There was a time, alas! I knew the day, 
When ſweetly, I could paſs, my hours away; 
But now, ſad contemplation does conſpire 
To raiſe my torment, only ſtill the higher * 
Echo ye woods, the lovely fair proclaim, 
Let nought be heard, but my dear charmer's name:; 
Tell her that, ſtill ſhe lives, within my thought, 
That ſtill, I love her, as a lover ought ; 
True, as the dial to the ſun, I'll be, 
Conſtant, as courage to the brave, at ſea; 
Ne' er ſhall my love, by fading time decay, 
But be to-morrow, what it is to-day. 


(\ 36* }? 


USIC's « 6 powers, may calm . troubled 
: brea 
And, ſooth diſtraction into peaceful reſt; 
Reaſon, a cure for lighter ills, ma prove, 
nut cannot, eaſe the heart, that's fick of love ; 3 
Love, poiſons deep; it ſinks i into the heart, 
Infects the foul, and pervades. ev'ry part; ; 
Since, only you, who did th? infection give, 
he pleaſing painful evil, can relieve, 
Exert your power, and kindly, eaſe my pain, 
Reſtore loſt, Fee to your love- ſick ſwain! 
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On Auma Hyg. 


IP you Falte What Frenclimen "Ea 
1 Byng came, Was beat, and ran e 
Believe what B,. YA. himſelf hath ſaid, 

He fought, he conguerd, and he fled ; 

To fly, When beat, is no new thing; 
Thouſands have don't, as well as Byng; 
But no man did, before Byng, ſay, 

He conquer'd, and then, run away; 
Byng, therefore i is, without a fable, 
An Admiral, moſt admirable! — 
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een Copy of Verſes.- 


OUR lines, poetic, Sir: 1 read, 
This morning, when I roſe from bed; 

Fhe air was chill, and, far as ſight, 

The hills, and fields, were clad in white 
The ſan, tho? finiſh'd half his race, 

In clouds, envelop'd, hid his face ; 

And, far and wide the naked plain, 
Confeſs d, ſtern winter's tyrant reign: 


But yet, you fay, © Whene'er my eyes, 
4 With winning ſmiles, ſalute the ſkies, 
«, The clouds diſperſe ; unſeen before, 
«© Phcebus conceals his face no more; 
«© Whene'er I trip, along the fields, 
ce The ſpring, her choiceſt tribute, yields; 
“ The flowers, ſpontaneous, at my feet, 
« Adorn my path, 0 'eripread my yo 


Prone to believe, that 1 poſſeſt, 

Virtues, ſuperior to the reſt; 

Myſelf, I out, another creature, 
More beauties ſpy'd, in every feature 
To my weak ſex, elate with R 
I ſcarce could think, myſelf ally d. 

I quickly dreſs'd, and, out I went, 

To try, the fond experiment. 

My firſt eſſay, was on the plain 

I tripp'd, —return'd, and tripp'd again; 
Bur ſtill, no flow'rs, beneath my feet 
Spontaneous ſprung, nor deck'd my ſeat ; 
The next, to make the ſtorms ſubſide, 


My influence, on the ſkies, I try'd ; 


SORE be 


From a Lady 70 a Gentleman, in anſwer to a Com- 


To 


{ '274-) 


To heav'n, my.eyes,. I gently rais . 


— And form'd the ſmile, that Damon prais' d; 
Their ſofteſt ſmiles, my features wore, 
vet, all continued, as before; 

N- Till, ſtrange to tell! ! a ſhow'r of rain, 


The unpoliſh'd clouds, return'd again. 
So, home I came, chagrin'd, and ſad, 


SINCERITY. 


INCERITY, what are thy views ? t | 
8 No more my breaſt attend; vr 
By thee, alas! we often, loſe, 


But ee gain a e 


No more, wich tbr rous rut; [preſitne; 
To warn, whom you'efteem ; . 
Be wiſe, or, I foreſee your doom, Pere} 
Impertinent, you l. ſeem. 


A thouſand ills, from thee, Pre Oy | 
A thouſand more, I fear; | 

{n world like this, ſhould you abound ?. 

| What SUL BED have you here F 

But, if you till, aut haunt wy. breaſt, | 
To deſarts, we'll repair ; 5 

Or, ſee the manſions the bleſt; 

They know your value there-- 

A) 4 Bi eee 


Convinc' d, that you was fool, o m. N N [ 
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N more, Katt Galſtes ies Tmile 1 u on e PF Hr 
Or wins, fed! ſoftſy, „Oer the bending reeds; 
The linnet, looner ceaſe, to tune Ber throat, 
And fing, mellifluous, thro? the windin grot ; 
The warbling lark, forget to mount on high,” 
And joyfully, falute the morning ſki | 
Cn Walle Sol reſign his chearing . 
he finn race, ceale- la Ain the ſtreams; 
. ll nature's dice, Wei any 5 Wet 
he feather'd ſongfters, ceaſe to ſp nd 
Sooner ſhall ARE | into Baüfdet . x 
And Dolphins, in the 'Taging ocean, burt; 28 
The ſtarry worlds, ſhall from their orbi ity fl,” 
And Chaos reign, in this terreftrial ball; 
The Northern Pole, the needle, ſhall forlake, 
And, heavy bodies, journies upward," take; 
Sooner ſhall age, its ithered bloom, renew, 
E're Tm inconſtant, N dear . true- 


- 


44-4 ttt * 1 1 


A Deſcription of 1 . Gulden, * 133 5 and 
Iron Ages. 7 rom Ovip. 
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IRST, in the mari the gulden. age was aden, 
Free from all envy, hatred, ſtrife, or ſpleen ;+ 
No laws were founded, tortures were not made, 
Juice, reer mankind obey 'S: | 
No Ty ning proclamations, then were heard; 
No c cxtirunals, the voice of Judges fear d; 


No 


(29) 


No ſhips, as yet, e ſhores were blown, 

No man, knew any elimates, ſave his own 3 

No towns, with / moats encompaſs d, yet had been; 
No trumpets, ſwords, or helmets, yet were ſeen ; 

Tranquility and peace, che world enjoy d, 

No nations, yet, by armies, were annoy'd; 

No plows, nor harrows, ever yet were us' 'd, 

The earth, ſpontaneouſly, all things produc'd ; 

Mankind were then, all free from toil, or pain, bf Pos 
Fields produc'd food, in Saturn's happy reign ; 

An unremitting i ſpring, was ever ſeen, . - P 

With fanning Zephyrs, and a ſky ſerene ; - 

In lands, untill'd, the choiceſt fruits, were borne, 

The unſown field, look'd white, with full-ear'd corn; 

The rivers, were with milk, and nectar, as: 

And, yellow honey, from green oaks, diſtill'd. 

But, after Saturn was dethron'd above, 

The world was, under the command of jove.; 

In order next, the Silver Age, took place, 

Worſe than the gold, yet preterable to braſs; 

= To narrower limits, Jove, the ſpring conſin d, 
And, to the year, four quarters, then afign'd 3. 3: 

Spring, ſummer, autumn, in unequal-courſe;. _ _ 

And, frozen winter, now, the year compoſe ;' 
Inclement heat, then, ſummer firſt, did yield, -. 
The winter, frozen icicles, cotigeal'd ; © 

Then, to build houſes, men were, firſt, compell'd, 

Before, in ſhades, and peaceful caves, they. wells; 

Then, firſt, the grain was, in long furrows ſown, , 

Beneath their load, laborious oxen groan... 

Next in ſurceſſion, came the Brazen Age 

The riſe of war; and, of raninltons age 3 3 

But, univerſal yet, no vice, became: 4, 
The Iron Age, compleats,. the horrid name; 

Now vice, with greateſt violence purſu'd, 

Mankind; away fled truth; and gratitude: 
Force, fraud; and treach'ry, now their place rh d, 
All goodly —_— n — bros Lg 'd; 
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The unſkill'd pilot, now, unfurls his ſails, 

And, drives before, the undiſcover'd gales: | 
'The trees, which long, on lofty mountains, ſtood, 
Are now, cut down, and plow, the unknown flood ; 
'To fence the ground, is now, the meas'rers care, 
Which, *ere was common, as the light, or air; 
en, not contented; with their common ſtore, 
Now, dig the earth, to ſeek for ſomething more; 
Riches, they find, th incitements of all vice,” 
Which, from the Stygian ſhades, now, took their riſe; 
Now, anxious ſteel, and, more pernicious . 
An horrid ſcene, of trench vous war, unfold ; 
Mankind are now, by cruel rapine fed, 

And gueſts, the treach'ry of each other, dread ; 
Fathers, and ſons in law, now witneſs ſpleen, 
And, brotherhood, is, very ſeldom, ſeen; 
Mankind naw live, in cruel war, and ſtrife, 

The wite, and huſband, ſeek each other's life; 
Dire ſtepmothers, their horrid draughs, prepare, 
Children, gainſt parents, heavy curſes, bear; 
Now, conquer'd piety, neglected lies, 

And juſtice, riſes, to her native ies. 
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Wrinen urder a Lach 's Name in a Wi ndotv. 


HREE brilliants, fair Celinda grac'd, 
(There, love's artillery, lies) 
Ons, from her ſnowy finger blaz d, 
| Two, ſparkle, in her eyes. 


The firſt, which ſhone, with fainter. rays, 

5 Could here, her name impart; 

_ The others, drew her charming face, 

1 More deeply, on my heart. 5 
1 2 R Deęſcripties 


ſe; 


(31) 


XX00 0000 OD 0 XK 


Deſcription of a Country Parſon. 
Buy Dr. GOLDSMITH. 


TEAR yonder pft Where once, the garden 
- ſmiPd, 

And ſtill, where many a garden flower, grows wild; 

There, niere a few. torn ſhrubs, the place diſcloſe, 

The village preacher's, modeſt manſion roſe. 

A man he was, to all the country dear, 


And paſſing rich, with forty pounds a year; 3 


Remote from towns, he ran his godly race, 

Nor ere had chang'd, or wiſh'd to change, his place; 
Unſkilful he to fawn, or ſeek for pow'r 

By doctrines faſhion'd, to on 2 hour; 

For other aims, his heart, 1 d learnt to prize, 
More bent to raiſe the Crete than to riſe 
His houſe was known, to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain; 
The long remember'd beggar, was his gneſt, 


Whoſe beard deſcending, ſwept his aged breaft ; 


Thc ruin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Cla'im'd kindred there, and had his claims, allow d; 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ſtay, 


Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 


Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd, how fields were 
Won; 


Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 
And quite forgot, their vices, in their woe; 


Careleſs, their merits, or their faults, to ſcan, 
His pity gave, e er charity began. 


Thus to relieve the wretched, was his ride, 


And even his failings, lean'd to virtue's fide : 
| B 4 3 But 
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He try d each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 


Truth, from his lips prevaild, with double ſway, 
And fools, who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray]; 


Their welfare pleasd him, and their cares diſtreſt ; 


11 


II. t in his duty, prompt at every call, 1 
he watch'd, and wept, and pray'd, and felt, for all. 
And, as a bird, each fond endearment, tries, 5 
To tempt, its new fledg'd offspring, to the ſkies; 


Aljur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way, 


Beſide the bed, where parting life was laid, 
And ſorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay'd ; 
The Reverend champion ſtood ; at his controul, 
Deſpair, and anguiſh, fled the ſtruggling ſoul; 
Comfort came down, the trembling wretch, to raiſe, 
And his laſt-faultring accents, whiſper'd praiſe. 


At church, with meek, and unaffected grace, 
His looks adorn'd, the venerable place; 


The ſervice paſt, - around the pious man, 

With ready zeal, cach honeſt fuſtie zan; 

Even children, follow'd with:endearing wii, 
And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's {mile ; 
His ready ſmile, a parent's warmth expreſt, 


To them, his heart, his love, his griefs, were given, 
But, all his ſerious thoughts, had reſt, in heav'n; 
As ſome tall cliff, that lifts its awſul form, qö 
Swells from the vale, and midway, leaves the ſtorm; 
Tho” round its breaſt, the rolling clouds, are ſpread, 
Eternal ſunſhine, ſettles on its head. PE re 7 
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x HERE ſhall L fly, to give my ſorrows vent, | 1 
To what far diſtant clime, ſhall I repair? | 
Oh ! for-ſome, dreary cell, I'd there lament, 1 
Nor waſte ſuch heavy fighs, in deſart air. 
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Why ſhines yon planet, with meridian light? 1 

O! why is not, its golden luſtre, fled ? 1 
Why ceaſes nqt, the moon, to rule the night? _ 4 
Why mourn ye not, O ſtars ] the mighty dead! 


Old Gxirus, ſon of Dzemas, is no more, 1 

By death, grim tyrant ! in the duſt, is laid! | {| | 
He's gone, for ever gone! amidſt his ſtore, 0 
And nature's debt, unwillingly, he paid. 


ö 5 5 n | Þ 
Each noble virtue, ſeem'd, within his brèaſt, ; 4 
To ſhine, conſpicuous, to the public eye; 
Virtues, which oft depriv'd him of his reſt, 9 
Care of his wealth, wou'd draw the manly ſigh... 1 


Celeba he practis d, all his life, r 8 ALT i 
In which, alas! he equalPd was by none; | 
He never turn'd a thought, towards a wife, 

For he well knew, two mouths, were more than one. 


Ta" 


His ample charities, next let me ſing : A 
To needy heirs, his purſe, he freely lent ; 04 
Nay, to the poor, if they a pledge would bring, 7 
For which, he took, its ſaid, but cent. per cent. 9 

| 1 

5 | Tro 4 

; 1 
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Two children loſt their way, one ev'ning late, 

Whoſe ſtory, made his tender bowels yearn; 

He took compaſſion, on their helpleſs ftate, _ 
And let them lodge, one night, within his barn. 


Sobriety, and temperance, virtues rare ! 
_ Seem'd, with old Gripus, to go, hand in hand; 
To break, whoſe wholſome rules, he did not dare, 
Unleſs, he was invited, by a friend. 
2 . 4 EX x b * 1 . 4 
None fure like him, e' er ſpent their time ſo well, 
To ſlave, and toil, while others were at reſt ; 
With trembling ſteps, he'd creep, towards his cell, 
To pay a nightly viſtt, to his cheſt. _ ? 


Then he wou'd count, good Gods! how he wou'd 
count!“ 7 i 
And dwell, with heart-felt pleaſure,.on each ſum ; 
Then think with rapture, on the whole amount, 
How little more would make the wiſh'd for plumb. 


But ah, alas, he, and his wealth, muſt part, 
He, in his treaſure, can no more take pride; 

Death, cruel} death, has ſmote him, to the heart, 
Againſt his will, alas! poor Gripus, died. 


SISSIINEIT SI GSIIOOS IS 
On the Death of Dean Swift. 
| HEN Gay breath'd his laſt, we, in filence, 
complain'd, FT | 


But yet, we'd a Pope, and a Swift, who remain'd ; 
Pope falls! all Parnaſſus reſounds with our cries, 


And prayers daily made, to keep Swift from the {lies ; 


Vain. 


— ——— —— ” 


„ 
Vain wiſhes ! vain prayers! to the winds they are 


| 1V N,. £4 A 4 | 
For death comes relentleſs, and takes him to heav'n ; 
At little misfortunes, we're ſoberly ſad, | 
W But its time, now we've loſt all our wits—to run mad. 


Spoke Extempore, zo a Lady, on being aſked, what 
OO this World was lige? 


Els world, is a priſon, in every reſpect, 
-F 6 | Whoſe walls, are the heavens, in common; 
The goaler is fin, and the priſoners, men, 
And the fetters, are nothing but — women. 


aN 


The THIEF. 


Tell, with equal truth, and grief, 
That, little Kit's an errant 'Thief ; 
Before the urchin, well could go, 
She ſtole, the whiteneſs of the ſnow ; 
And more, — that whitenefs to adorn, 
She ſtole, the bluſhes of the morn; 
Stole, all the ſoftneſs, Æther pours, 
On primroſe buds, in vernal ſhow'rs, 


There's no repeating all her wiles, 
She ſtole the graces winning ſmiles; _ 
*Twas quickly ſeen, ſhe robb'd the ſky, 
To plant a ſtar, in either eye ; | 
She pilfer'd Orient pearl, for teeth, 
And ſtole the cow's ambroſial breath; 


SSNESERERENSES eee 


— — 8 
rr * 
* 


— —_y 
— Ws 4 6m 
— 2 


| The 


« — — * = 
r A - * , : * - : 2 ; 
- * ——2—(k — - ay K — ws A A RA 38 A OO 7 
. __ < ITT. * 3 8 8 
— N N 5 ct AY” 8 . 


w * * 1 — = — ht Is * 
& _— 1466, * 
Net 0 , eater Euro Doe 


cw 
* 
3 
r OEISSIRADL 


n 
re 


— 
n 
3 » 


— 
8 

. 1 

* —_ 


— 
— 


—— Far. er 44 
— hk 1 
» FÞ as 


6 * 


The cherry ſteep'd in morning dew, 
Gave moiſture to her lips, and hue.. 


Theſe were her infant ſpoils, a ore, 
To which, in time, ſhe added more; 
At twelve, ſhe ſtole from Cyprus Queen, 
. Her air, and love-commanding mein; 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole, 

From Pallas, ſenſe, to charm the foul; 
She ſyng,—amaz'd the Syrens heard, 

And to aſſert, their voice, appear'd ; 

She play d— the muſes, from their hill, 
Wonder'd, who thus, had ſtole their Kills 
Apollo's wit, was next, her prey, 

And then, the beams, that light the day; 
While Jove, her, pilf ring thefts, to crown, 
Pronounc'd, theſe beauties, all her own; 
 Pardon'd har crimes, and prais'd her art, 


And t'other day, ſhe ſtole my heart. 


Cupid ! if lovers are thy care, 
Revenge the vot'ry, on the fair; 
Do juſtice, on her ſtolen charms, 
And let her priſon be my arms. 


; ; 2 FR 1 1 a ; | | 
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Women, the beſt Piliticians. 


| NE night, plump Bet, and Coachman Ned, 

Q A bargain ſtruck, in haſte towed ; 

A crown was ſtak'd, the pair conſented, 

To loſe their pledge, who firſt relented: 

Time, for the matrimonial farce, 

To- morrow comes, Ned hangs an arſe ; 

Of bad, the beſt, poor Betſey, makes, 

And, angry, claims, his forfeit Rakes; eg 
ed, 


— 


ed, 


Of a worſe bargain,” to be freed; LA 


AX , Thomas was cudgell'd, one day, by his wife, 4 


Ned, frankly paid it, as agreed, 


Quoth he, thou'rt welcome, on my life, 
A cheap divorcement, from 4 wife; 
The Dee Who feign'd a-while, 
Soon anſwerd, with a jeering ſmile; 

« Ah fodl, 'tis well, you firſt relented, 


« I'd loſt, had you, but ſeem'd contented; 
« Gladly, your freedom; PI! reſtore, i} 
* One ſhilling,” ſpend, and pocket four.” | 
Ladies, lay Ovid's rules apart, | 
In love, learn—thriftier Betſy's art. 


O οοοοοοοο 
Epigram by Dean Swift. 


He took to his heels, and ran, for his life ; 
Joins three deareſt friends, com'd by, in the ſquabble, 


r Re N — ty 


And ſcreen'd him at once, from the ſhrew, & the rabble; 5 
They, ventur'd to give him ſome wholeſome advice, ; 


But, Tom is a fellow, of humour ſo nice, 


Too proud, to take councel, tòo wiſe to take warning, 4 
He ſent, to all three, a challenge next morning; 4 
He fought with all three, thrice, ventur'd his life, | 


Then, went home again, and was, threſh'd by 
his wife... | * 
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_ Young Lady with Pope's Epifiles. 


T love flattery, pleaſure, fools. purſue, 
1  Coquets, new conquelts, but, bright wiſdom, 


Jou; 
| 'Truth, 


CJ 


Truth, you can bear, nor ſpleen, nor vapours, leiga, | 
Let, bluſh at ſcandal, with a juſt diſdain ; 

You lee, unmov'd, Bohea: and Whiſt, ſubmit, 
With nine yard hoops, to ridicule, and wit ; 
And, think it poſſible, a man may ſpeak, 

Good ſenſe, who wears, an apron, all the week; 
Pope, you can read, yet, native eaſe maintain, 
Affect no airs, the formal, or the vain ; 

Swell with no pride, indulge no pert reply, 

In ſenſe, a man, a maid, in modeſty. 


When this great bard, in honeſt ſatyre bold, 
Dares, ev'ry female foible, to unfold ; _ | 
Guiltleſs yourſelf, you'll ſee, with wond'ring eyes, 
The motley picture, of the ſex ariſe; 
Zealous with Pope, their manners to correct, 


And, with your virtues, contraſt each defect. 
SOSTSTASOOS u ge. 


On a nice Old Bachelor, who often carries a Dog 
| in his Boſom. 


HE Ladies (moſt juſtly) of Damon complain, 
[ And ſhun the Foun wretch with an W 
diſdain; 
A beautiful fomale he'll ever 1 
And for a companion, young Pompey does chuſe. 
The wits of the town, who throw ſneers in his way; 
And women of faſhion, that plague him each day; 
Expoſe the weak mortal in every ſtreet, 
Where railing and hiſſing he often does meet, 
Young Pompey, when't rains, he's not ſuffer'd to 
trudge, 
Along in the dirt, nay, not even to budge : : 
But content and ſecure, diſregards ev'ry ſtorm, 
While Damon takes care pretty Pompey to warm. 
A brutiſh 


WIC 
Ker 


For who would change a bleſſing for a curſe. 


( 39 ) 


A brutiſh companion, O! Damon deſpiſe, 

No longer be treated with ſneers from the wife; 
Let Pompey no more in your boſom take place, 
But learn to deteſt all the inhuman race : 

For men were deſign'd in th' original ſtate, - 


Each other to love, and acquire a mate; 


And if thou would'ſt have a companion for life, 
Firſt baniſh young Pompey, then get a good wife : 
So ſhall your joys, when experienc'd, declare, 
That pleaſure muſt always reſult from the fair, 
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Epigram on the King of Pruſſia. 


F ING, Hero, Philoſopher, Author, Muſician, 


Free-Mafon, Geonomiſt, Bard, Politician, 


If a chriſtian, how happy would Europe have been 


And alas! if a man, how tranſported his Queen! 


CCC 


A MON OD V. 


HE other day, I went to Roger's houſe, 
. . Who'd lately loſt poor Madge, his loving ſpout 


* 


Shock'd, I expected to have found 'em all, 
With frowns redoubled, weep about the hal; 
But ſtrange ! I heard, pray drink about good folks, 


And fidlers all play up, play up my bucks ; 
Play Mapce's Monody, and let's be merry, 
And drink her a good paſlage o'er the ferry ; 
Her loſs, odzoons, its folly to rehearſe, 
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HAT. is in death, that men ſhould fear to die ? 
Or what is life but care and miſery,? 
The world's chief glories are not worth our ſtay ; 
Their diſtant beauties, when. a proach” d, decay ;- 
Like lover's dreams, which paint the yielding fair, 
We graſp a ſhade, and fill our arms with air. 


Mount then, my ſoul ! extend thy pinions wide! 
For Heav'n thy courſe, let virtue be thy guide; 
She dares thro? death's dark gulph undaunted ſteer, 
Surmounting dunger, and contemning fear. 


Led on by her, tho%threatning tempeſts riſe, 
And roaring thunder roll along the ſkies ; 
Tho? earth and hell ſhould all their legions j join, 


Jo ſtop thy courſe,” and baffle thy defign; 


Securely guarded, upward ſhalt thou ſoar, 
Above the reach of, their, malicious e 1. 


eee e bebe 


Paradiſe Regain d. 20 a Bind 


ORD of himſelf, and ſole of human kind, 
L In rectitude of reaſon, Adam ſhone; 
Till the ſtill voice infus'd into his mind, 

It is not good for man to be alone. 


By Gods own hand, his virgin Eve was led, 
Now Paradiſe, with freſher beauties glows : : 
The conſcious roſes from a bluſhing bed, 


* nature ſooths them to repoſe. MS: 


E 


A ſingle, is an inconſiſtent life: | 

Compleatly bleſt, O! friend! to n giv" It; * 
A ſweet, a fair, awiſe, a modeſt wife, * 

The bloom of innocence, and bluſh of Heay'n. 


'May Eden-life in bright icceion flow, 
When all was happineſs, for love was all; 


Her beauties will a Paradiſe beſtow, 
And bath wan. virtues agrar n from a fall, 
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A QUESTION. 


By Mr. Foſeph England, lat? a rr 
| To i in Wakefield. 4 


T me, y 2 e leatheT Beads, el de be, 
Nature's Frofodnd and ſecret myſtery ? 
Ho this vaſt orb on unſeen axles turns, 

And unconſum'd the ſun for ever burns? 

What unknown pow'r gives its heat ſuch force, 
Orders its motion, and diregs its. courſe ? 75 
How angry tempeſts drive the ſeas to fore, 
Beat the vaſt ſwelling waves, and make em roar ? 
When waves, like mighty iſlands, riſe and ſwell, 
How fiſh beneath thoſe moving mountains dwell ? 
Why ſervile ſprings do conſtant tributs Pay, 
Unto their arbitrary monarch, ſea ? 

How, in the hidden ſpace of fates dark womb, 

' Things are at preſent laid, that are to come? 
Next the myſterious births of flowers diſeloſe 
From the field daiſy, to the garden role? + 
Why ſuch a painted coat, the tulip wears, 
And why in red, the bluſhing roſe appears * 
Why clad in white the harmleſs lilly's ſeen, 
And how the ſcent comes from the” neee * 
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Why humble ſtrawberries ereep on the ground, 
And why the apple ſtruts and looks around? 
Why ivy clings to th' oaks knot-harden'd waiſt, 

And why, by loving vine, the elm's embrac' d? | 
Why nature did, for fiſhes ſcales prepare, „ 
And cloath ſome beaſts with wool, and ſome with hair! 1 
Why golden feathers do the birds adorn, 

And with their notes ſalute the ruſſet morn? 
And why all theſe are deſtin'd to maintain, 

The Sovereign Lord of all the creatures, man? 


00e oe O οο 


. .V; E . R 8 E. . 5 
HERE! is a cheats Book, in the Sacred Writ- 


ings,. wherein no mention is made; of either 
; God, or Devil, Angel, or Spirit, Heaven, or Hell. 


72. What Book 3 is it 1. The 105 of Eſther 
04+6404+40 $404949050 


REFLECTIONS. 
1 eloquence boaſt of no advantage; it can | 


| do nothing more than make men attentive to 
. na "of which every one carries the -conviction , 
within himſelf. Nothing b 8 man can | perſuade 
himſelff. 2 If 5 
2. There are vicals that Wenk a prede deal, 4. 
out ſaying any thing. I compare them to trees, which 
by i too many ves; bear no fruit. | 


3. Shew 


(-43 ) 


3. Shew eſteem to men of letter, and they will 
! no more of you. | 


4. It is aſtoniſhing that thoſe who are moſt taken 
up with themſelves, are the oo —_ Wat; ae 
to avoid Wee. 


Modeſty is equally uſeful to the man of merit, 
and to him that has no merit; becauſe it proves the 
one, and hides the faults of the other., 


6. Errors which ought to be 1 in the bud, 


ought to laſt always, which we ſuffer to grow weaker 
by becoming old. | 


7. Good company is Wen for the ſake , of 
for much the ſame purpoſes ? 


8. Whoever has a mind to learn every thing, muſt 
expect to know nothing thoroughly Heaps of ſci 
ence, jumbled together, are as far from making one 
learned, as parcels of ftones, heaped on one another 
by chance, are from forming a an handſame edifice, 


e 5 _ So — 
* 1 A 1. 


9. There is nothing more Wb ge der to a prince, 
than to be pen and 1 in his reſolutions. 


10. It is as rare for a Sovereign to be inclined to 


to and perſons chat have e enough to tell him 
; the news. 


man doubts becauſe he does not ſee all ; the ignorant 
perſon doubts of nothing, becauſe he believes he knows 
all. The firſt cannot conceal from himſelf his igno- 
—_— and he is therefore the more madeſt, The 

ſecond 


gain credit ve growing old. Nothing but truths | 


amuſement and relaxation. Why then is it e quirted 


hear a piece of news that may diſpleaſe him, as it is, 


11. Doubt i is the hol = . The learned 


3 . G ve : 1 A 4 - * 
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ſecond is unacquainted with his own, and for that 
reaſon is more vain and bold. | | 


12. Do we know whe: a man who knows nothing, 
believes himſelf an able perſon ? It is becauſe he 4585 
not know that he knows nothing, | | 
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Beauty's 7. alue.— —By Shakeſpear. 


EADTY js 18 but a vain, A fleeting good, 

' Aſhining gloſs that faideth ſuddenly ; 
Sewer, that dies when almoſt in the bud, 
A brittle gals, that ner preſently. 


5 Kecting 250d,” A gloſs, a glaſs,” a flower, 
faded, broken, dead, within a an hour, 


As good, when loſt; we know, are; ſeldom found, 
As fading glpſs no rubbing can excite; , _. 

A flowers, when dead, are trampled on the ground, 
As broken glaſs no cement can unite; 


So 5 beauty blemiſb'd 6 once, is ever 22 
In 1 of a painting, Pains, and colt. 
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On the Ye ent D zats of the French Army, 
i 5 in Deftnt ofthe 1 


An E PIC RA M. 


"HE toaſt of each Briton, i in war's dread hands, 
; O'er bottle or bowl, is ſucceſs to our arms; 
Attack d, put to flight, and ſoon forc'd from each 


trench, 
Sueceſs to our legs, i is the toaſt of the F Rack. 


( 45+). 
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A Sailor having been ſentenced ta the Cat.of Nine 
Tails, when tied ready for Puniſbment, ſpake the 
following Lines, to his Commander, 2b hon had an 


Averfion to 4 Cat. | 


D Y your konours command, an example I ſtand, _ 
B Olf your juſtice to all the ſhip's crew 34 * 
I am hamper'd and ftrip'd, and if Fam Wwhip'd. 

'Tis no more, than I own, is my due. 2 
In this bad condition, I humbly petition, 

To offer ſome lines to your eye: 

Merry Tom by ſuch traſhy avoided: the laſh, - 
And if fate and you pleaſe, ſo may I. 

There's nothing you hate, (Pm inform'd) like a eat, 
Why! your honour's averſion is mine; A 

If puſs then with one tail, can ſo make your heart fail, 

O] ſave me from that which has nine; 


N. B. He was pardoned. 1! 


NN EXC - 


T be Stag and the Oxen. 


\ Stag unharbour'd by the hounds, 1 
Forth from his woodland covert bounds, 

And blind with terror, at the alm 
Of death, makes to a neighb'ring farm, 


There ſnugly hides himfelf in ſtraw, 
Which in an ox's ſtall he ſaw, ! 
e 6% Wretch 


(3 

« Wretch that thou art ! (a bullock cry'd). 
% That com'ſt within this place to hide, 

« By truſting man you are undone, 

And into ſure deſtruction run,” 


But he with ſuppliant voice replies, 
«© Do you but wink with both your eyes, 
I ſoon ſhall my occaſions ſhape, 
« 'To make from hence a fair eſcape.” 


The day is ſpent, the night ſucceeds, 

The herdſman comes, the cattle feeds, 

But nothing ſees then to and fro, 

Time after time the ſervants go 

Yet not a ſoul perceives the caſe, 

The ſteward paſles by the place; 

Himſelf no wiſer than the reſt —— 

The joyful Stag his thanks addreſs'd 

To all the oxen, that be there, 

Had found a refuge in deſpair. 

« We wiſh you well, (an ox return'd) 

« But, for your life are ſtill concern'd, 

« For if old Argus comes, no doubt, 

« His hundred eyes will find you. out.” 

Scarce had the ſpeaker made an end, 

When, from the ſupper of a friend, | 

The maſter enters at the door, 

And (ſeeing that the ſteers were poor 

Of late) advances to the rack, 

« Why were the fellows hands ſo ſlack ?— 

« Here's hardly any ſtraw at all, 

&«© Bruſh down theſe cobwebs from the wall. 

“ Pray how much labour would it aſk.” 

While thus he undertakes the taſk, 

To duſt, and rummage by degrees, 

The Stag's exalted horns he fees. — 

Then calling all his folks around, 

He lays him breathleſs on the ground. 
The maſter (as the tale declares) 
Looks ſharpeſt to his own affairs. 


47 } 


IME was, I ſtood where thou do'ſt now, 
And view'd the dead, as thou do'ſt me; 
Eire long, thou'lt he as low as T, 
And others ſtand, andlook on thee. 


Againſt. Libels. 
Bine be the piece, forgot the author's name, 


That dares to hurt a good man's honeſt fame; 
Alarms the virtuous breaſt with cauſeleſs fear, 
Or draws from innocence a ſingle tear; 
Whoſe pois' nous rage invents the dire diſgrace, 
And ſpreads the bluſh upon the modeſt face; 
What: tho, with flow'ry words the lines be fraught, 
Wich keeneſt wit, and fineſt turns of thought ; 
What though, the reader's nicer ear to ſoothe, 
== Well tim'd the pauſe, the numbers ſoft and ſmooth 4 
| Thus dipt in oil, the poliſh'd razor's found, 
50 Wich greater eale to give the OM wound 
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y on Ralph Allen, Eſq; if Prior Park near 
Bath, who died in 1704. 


DIEU, ye frivan ſcenes, tho wont to pleaſe, 
And calm the ſoul with inward woe deprelt 
Thp' form'd the ſmart of piercing grief to eaſe, 

nd ſoothe the mind diſconſolate, to reſt. 


ALLEN ? ſ 


DOOCCOOCOOUCEHKHXHR KXEXE 


Epitaph en a Grave Stone in Northamptonſhire. 


— mw 
— 1 * 
A 2 I +> 3 * 
22 b _ _ 4 a 5 A 3 — 

r = * e — ww * a OPER. ny 50% Mx, N y G . IS - 

"ORFs a a 2 : , 8 = , . * 
e * Foy - 0 . 4 XA. r 3 . 
. - * 0 * ena of =. - 4 A 2 * Tx." hs 2 
„ „ 42 YET RT „ 

* s - 

C 

— 


— — er . 
* ——_— 


n 


mw 2 
ps 


ö oe 
IT RO „ * 
"hs © 
2 — 


2 n 


$2.5 we 


3 
WS = 


) 


ALLEN ! the good, the generous, and wiſe _ 
From all the glitt ring pomp of life is fled! 

Patient he clos'd in death his peaceſul eyes, 
Submiſſive fell, and mingled with the dead. 


Tho' born obſcure, to opulence, he roſe, 


And made his virtue, with, his grandeur known ; 
He lov'd his King, and arm'd againſt his-foes, 
He join'd his country's int reſt with his OWN, + 


His ſoul was great, benevolent, and kind, 

Ot others grief, he ſhar'd a friendly. part; 
His vaſt munificence was unconfin'd, 

His lib'ral hand, 829280 d a eons heart. 


. 


But now, alas! 1 Ai det bedew'd with * 
And ſtreaming eyes, the woefyl loſs deploie !* 

In each fad face anxiety appears, 
Their j joy-is gone, or ALLEN is no wore... 


Andi is he gone ! ah! never.to return, 
No more to ſhine but in immortal fame! 1 


The burſting tears ſhed round his ſacred ufn, 


Shall bear in Es his honour'd, Name. 
See winged os lead the hear? Ay way,” © 4 
And guide his ſoul in her celeſtial flight, 
To realms of bliſs, to everlaſting, day, 6 
To ſcenes of boundleſs j a and benen light, > 


( 49 /) 
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On a Certain Lady's Study. | 
O Chloe's ſtudy ſhall we go, : 

(For Ladies have their ſtudies now) 

Oh ! what a ſplendid fight 1s there ! 
Twould make the dulleſt hermit ſtare; 

There ſtands all rang'd in proud array, 

Each French romance, and modern play; 

Love's magazine, of flames and darts, 

Whole hiſtories of eyes and hearts 

But oh! view well the outward ſcene, 

You'll never need to look within ; 

What Chlo: loves, ſhe plainly ſhows, 

For Io! her very books are deaux. 115 
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E Huſband s Poems, printed in Sheets, by 
Subſcription. 


HE author's name is ſure a bribe, 
To tempt the fair one, to ſubſcribe ; 

Here, each in ulgent female meets | 
A HusBanvD, and what's more — in SHEETS | 1 
Here, you may turn him o'er and o'er, 
He wiſhes he could pleaſe you more; 
But if to pleaſe you he be found, — 
He is contented to be bound. 


„466 


Life is Short. 


AN's life, like any weaver's ſhuttle flies, 
Or, like a tender flow'ret, fades and dics ; 
, like a race, it ends without delay, | 
| Or, like a vapour, vaniſhes away ; _ 
Vet. IE & Or; 
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Or, like a candlé, it each moment waſtes, 
Or, like a veſſel, under ſail it haſtes; 
Or, like the poſt, it gallops very faſt, 
Or, like the ſhadow of a cloud, *tis paſt ; 
Our caſtles are but weak, and ſtrong the foe, 
Our time's but ſhort, our death is certain too; 
But, as his coming js a ſecret ſtill, | 
Let us be ready, come death when he will, 


Aaron's Shew Box. 


RETHREN elect, of Iſrael's ſtock 
(Your looks no longer ſcare one,) 
We are now friends, come, round my flock, 
What will you buy of Aaron ? 


My lads and laſſes, why this haſte ? 
Come, view my traffick nearer, 
For know, when once our patent's paſs'd, 
*T'will coſt you all much dearer. 


Sce here] my ſpectacles, ſo bright, 
For learn'd, and reverend noſes, 

Which will reflect rabbinic light ; | 
On Hebrew, and on Moles. 


Obſerve my other glaſles too, 
Which ſuit with all conditions ; 
Which ſhorten, or extend the view, 


Of purblind politicians. 


You, who for high preferment hope, 
And far extend your aim ; 

Within your reach this teleſcope, 

Will bring, at once, your game. 


e 


But O! let prudence be your guide, 

=_ In claiming its aſſiſtance; 

for, ſhould you turn to the wrong ſide, . 
1 Twill throw it, at a diſtance, 


ee here ! my multiplying glaſs, 

- Not that I recommend it ; 

BF E:cept to Judas' choſen race, | 
8 Where tranſports will attend it. 


See ribbons, for your head and waiſt, 
My rings, and buttons view ; 

Aſſiſtances for the ſtrait lac'd, 

And thoſe that buckle too, 


What will my pretty maidens buy ? 

. Come, gratify your paſſion; 

== You will not be to Jews ſo ſhy, 

= When beardscome once in faſhion, 


See, here are pins in glitt'ring rows, 

» And thimbles, worth your minding z 
= 5cc, tape, — and braiding for your ſhoes, 
” And quality for binding. 


See, bodkins, lancets, ſciſſars, knives, 
Will make your buſineſs ealy ; 
And cut for widows, maids or wives, 


— The prettieſt things to pleaſe ye 


What though my watches ſprings are looſe, 
And all the wheels in fault are ; 

They're not at all leſs fit for uſe, 

-Which with the-times will alter. 


= vix-pence a-piece theſe ſeals—nay, pick; 
2 Don't think Icheat or couzen ; 

At Birmingham they coſt, laſt week, 

At leaſt, two groats a dozen. 
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For two-pence, Paul ;—for this, a crown ; 
Take care, boy, how you ſpoil it ; 
0 facriledge, to drop it down ! 
Why, *tis the head—of Pilate ! 


Come buy, my friends, and truſt me then; 
The faithful ne'er will wrong ye ; 

wy ſhall grow truer Engliſh men, 
The more we live ny N 


We'll never leave you in the kack; 
Like Nazaritiſh minions : 

| We, ev'ry ſoul, will come to church, 
When you hold our opinions. 


Then let the inen ſlaves beware, 
They treat us as trepanners; 

When, with their money, we ſhall ſhare, 
THAT poligchs and manners | | 


—— 


Anſiwer to the: | foregoi ape 
Addreſs'd to the Author. 


Wir you the Hebrews ſtores rehearſe, 
Your muſe extols in pleaſing verſe, 
Rabbi Aaron's box of goods, 

With glaſſes, buttons, ſeals, and ſtuds ; ; 

I lately heard him cry his wares, 

At races, markets, feaſts, and fairs; 
And, mongſt the reſt oth rabble there, 
Attentively I Rood to hear: 


2 


1 


The firſt thing he did recommend, 

To dim-ey'd people, was a friend ; 

A proſpect-glaſs, with which you'd ſee, 
Things at a diſtance perfectly; | 

ſoon found that, by its aſſiſtance, 

I ſaw things plainly at a diſtance. 

I clog?d one eye, for one will do, 

To view things through a tube, you know. 

As ſoon as e er I got a peep, | 

I ſaw a lion faſt a-ſteep ; 

Which look'd r have: . a noble creature, 

But too much fleep, had chang'd his nature; 

And, by the way, Þll tell you roundly, 

It is not good to ſleep too ſoundly ; 

For, whilſt the lion lay a-ſleep, 

A huge rat to his beard did creep ; 

(By jove, ſo big, it wou'd have made 

A waking lion be afraid ;). 

With tail as buſhy as a broom, 

To {weep the kingdom's coffers down; 

To th' lions beard, he ſoon found way, 

Tho' under 's forefeet thiſtles lags; 

But *twas no hindrance to the creature; 


(They'll do, you know, as tis their nature ;) 


But ſhameful, Sirs, it is to tell, 

How on the lion's beard he fell, 

And wou'd not leave it, while a hair, 
Did on the lion's face appear, 

Under the lion's hinder paw, 

A broken harp, I think, I ſaw. 
Hang o'er the lion's head I ſpy'd, 

I think, a bunch of roots there ty'd z 
duch as Sir Hudibras hath found, 

To flouriſh moſt, in barren ground: 
To ſee a lion in ſuch ſtation 


Brought to my mind the Eng—ſh N- ti—x. 
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And he employ'd that night as one oppreſt; 


Happy in want of thought his valet lay, 
Recruiting ſtrength with ſleep - his maſter calls, 
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The. Morning Interview. 
By ALLAN RAMSAY, 
X HEN filent ſhow'rs So the pregnant fol, 


Y 70 And tender ſallats eat With Tuſcan oil; 
{ © --»ous muſic gladdens every grove, 

Vile c biearing lambkins from their parents rove, 

r the plain the anxious mothers ſtray, 

their tender care with hoarſer bae. 
Now Cheerful zephyr from the weſtern ſkies, 
With eaſy flight oer painted meadows flies, 
To kiſs his Flora with a gentle air, 


Who yields to his embrace, and looks more fair. 


When framdetiavch with ſpirituous j juice oppind A 
The ſons of Bacchus ſtagger home to reſt, | 
With tatted wigs, foul ſhoes, and uncock'd: hats, 
And al bedaub'd with ſnuff their looſe cravats. 
The ſun began to ſip the morning dew, . 

As Damon from his reſtleſs en few. 


Him Jate from Celia's chevk a patch did wound, 
A patch bigh ſeated on the bluſhing round. 
His painful thoughts all night forbid him reft, 


AG — e 


Muſing revenge, and how to countermine 
The ſtrongeſt force, and ev'ry deep deſign | 
Of patches, fans, of necklaces and rings, J 
Ev'n muſic's pow'r, when Celia plays or ſings. 


Fatigu'd with running. crrantls all the day, 


He, ſtarts with locx'd up eyes, and beats the walls; 
| A ſecond 


(. 55.1 


A ſecond thunder rouſes up the ſot, 

He yawns and murmurs curſes thro? his throat: 
Nscockings awry, and breeches knees unlac'd, 
And buttons do miſtake their holes for haſte. 

His maſter raves—cries, Roger, make diſpatch, 


Hlaſte, do my wig, ty't, with the careleſs knots, © 
And run to Civets, let him fill my box; 
0 to my laundreſs, fee what makes her ſtay, 
And call a coach and barber in your war. 
Thus orders juſtle orders in a throng ; 
Roger with laden mem'ry trots along. 
| His errands done; with bruſhes next he muſt 
Renew his toil amidſt perfuming duſt;; 
The yielding comb he leads with artful care, 
Thro' croo&?d meanders of the flaxen hair; 
| Fer this perform'd he's almoſt choack dito death, 

The air is thicken'd, and he pants for breath. - 
The trav'ller thus in the Numidian plains | 
A conflict with the driving ſands ſuſtains. 


Two hours are paſt, and Damon is equipt, 
Penſive he ſtalks, and meditates the fight; 
Arm'd cap-a-pee, in dreſs a killing beau, : 
Thrice view'd his glaſs, and thrice refolv'd to go > 
Fluſh'd full of hope to overcome his foe. 'J 
His early prayers are all to Paphos ſent, 
That Job l daughter wou'd give her conſent: 
Cry'd, © ſend thy little fon unto my aid, 
Then took his hat, tript out, and no more faid. 
What lofty thoughts do ſometimes puſh a man, 
Beyond the verge of his on native pant 
Keep low thy thoughts, frail clay, nor, boaſt thy) 

pow'r, 58 N 

Fate will be fate; and ſince there's nothing ſure, & 
Vex not thyſelf too much, but catch th aufpicious 


E Time flics apace, he frown'd, and look'd his watch: 
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His pains increaſe, and open ev'ry wound; 


1 


The tow'ring lark had thrice his mattins ſung, 


And thrice were bells for pious ſer vice rung. 


In plaids wrapt up, prudes throng the ſacred dome, 
And leave the ſpacious petticoat at home; A 
While fofteſt dreams ſeal up fair Celia's eyes, 

She dreams of Damon, and forgets to riſe. 

A ſportive Sylph contrives the ſubtle ſnare ; N 
Sylphs know the charming baits which catch the fair; 
She ſhews him, handſome, brawny, rich and young, 
With ſnuff box, cane, and ſword knot finely hung, 


Well ſkill'd in airs of dangle, toſs, and rap, 


Thoſe graces which the tender hearts entrap. 


* Where Aulus oft makes law for juſtice paſs, 
And Charles's ftatue ſtands in laſting braſs, 
Amidſt a lofty ſquare which ftrikes the fight 


With ſpacious fabrics of ſtupendous height; 


Whoſe ſublime roofs in clouds advance fo high, 
'They ſeem the watch tow'rs of the nether ſky ; 
Where once, alas ! where once the three eſtates 
Of Scotland's Parliament held free debates ; 
Here Celia dwelt; and here did Damon move, 
Preſs'd by his rigid fate, and raging love. 


To her apartment ftraight the daring wann 
G. and ſoftly knock d, nor knock'd in vain ; 


1 proach | 
44 nymph, new wak'd, ſtarts from her lazy down, 


And rolls her gentle limbs in morning gown ;* - - 
But half awake, ſhe judges it muſt be 
FRANK ALIA come to take her morning te; 
Cries, welcome couſin ; but ſhe ſoen began 

To change her viſage, when ſhe ſaw a man: 

Her unfix d eyes, with various turnings range, 
And pale furprize to modeſt red exchange ; 


Doubtful *twixt modeſty and love ſhe ſtands, 


Then aſks the bold impertinent's demands 
Her ſtrokes are doubled, and the youth now found 


* A Spacious Square in Edinburgh, 
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Who can deſcribe the charms of looſe attire ? 

Who can reſiſt the flames with which they fire ? 

Ah, barbarous maid ! he cries, ſure native charms 
Are too, too much, why then ſuch ſtore of arms? 
Madam, I come, prompt by th' uneaſy pains 
Caus'd by a wound from you, and want revenge ; _ 
A borrow'd pow'r was pofted on a charm; y 
A pate, dam'd patch | can patches do ſuch harm 7 | 


He aid, then threw a bomb, la ay hid within 
Love's mortar piece, the dimple of his chin ; 

It miſt for once, ſhe lifted up her head, | 

And bluſt'd a ſmile that almoſt truck him dead, 
Then cunningly retir'd but he purfu'd | | 
Near to the toilet, where the war renew'd 

So the great Fabius often gain d the day 5 
O'er Hannibal, by frequent giving way; | 
So warlike Bruce and Wallace ſometimes deign'd 
To ſeem defeat, yet certain conqueſt gain'd. 


Thus was he led in midft of Celia's room, 
Speechleſs he ſtood, and waited for his doom; 
Words were but vain, he ſcarce cou'd uſe his breath, 
As round he view'd the impliments of death, 

Her dreadful arms in careleſs heaps were laid, 

In gay diſorder round her tumbled bed; 

He often to the ſoft retreat, would fare, 

Still wiſhing he might give the battle there. 

Stund with the thought his wand'ring looks did ſtray 

To where lac'd ſhoes and her ſilk ſtockings lay, 

And garters which are never ſeen by day. 

His dazzl'd eyes almoſt deſerted light, 

No man before had ever got the ſight; 

A lady's garters, earth ! their very name, 

Tho? yet unſeen, ſets all the ſoul on flame; 

' "The ® Royal Ned knew well their mighty charms, 

Elſe he'd ne er hoop'd one round the Engliſh Arms; 
2 5 | Fs 

| . Edward ul. King of England, firſt eſtabliſhed the moit 

Nable Order of the Garter. 
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Let barb'rous honovrs crown the ſword and lance,” 
Thou, next their King, does Britiſh Knights ad. 


vance, 


O GARTER! e Jui Ho? N penſe. 


O ! who can all chats hidden turns relate, 
'That do attend on a raſh lover's fate! f 
In deep diſtreſs the youth turn'd up his eyes, 
As if to a{k aſſiſtance from the ſkies. | 
The petticoat was hanging on a pin, 

Which the unlucky ſwain ſtar'd up . 

His curious eyes too daringly did rove, 
Around this oval eonic vault of love. 
Himſelf alone can tell the pain he found, 

As his wild fight ſurvey'd forbidden ground. 

He view'd the tenfold fence, and gave a groan, 

Tis trembling limbs beſpoke his courage gone; 
Stupid and pale he ſtood, like ſtatue dumb 


The amber muff dropt from his careleſs thumb. 


Be filent, here, my maſs and ſhun a on 
May riſe betwazt old Bickerſtaff and me, 
For none may touch a petticoat but he. 


Damon thus foil'd, breath'd with a dying tone, 

«© Alſiſt, ye powers of love ! or JI am gone,“ 

The ardent prayer ſoon reach'd the Cyprian grove, 
Heard and accepted by the Queen of love ; 11 
Fatc was propitious too, her ſon Was by, 
Who midſt his dread artillery did lie 

Of Flanders lace, and ſtraps of curious dye. 
On India muſſin ſhades the God did loll, 

His head reclin'd upon a tinſy roll. | 


The mother goddeſs thus ber ow link hey: 
« Thou muſt, my boy, aſſume the thape-of: Shock, 
« And leap to Celia” la ap, whence thou may ſlip 


* Thy paw us to „er broalt, act resche her lip: 
a : 6s Strike 


(88 
Strike deep thy charms, thy pow?'rful art diſplay,, 
To make young Damon conqueror to day; 
Thou —_ 
« Try'd moſt of brutal forms to gain his love; 
« Who, that he might the loud Saturnia gull,. 
« For fair Europas ſake, inform'd a bull.“ 


S 0 


A 
KA 


She ſpoke—not quicker does the lamp of day 
Dart on the mountain tops a gilded ray, 
Swifter than lightning flies before the clap, 
From Cyprus iſle he reached Celia's lap; | 
Now fawns, now wags his tail, and licks her arm z; 
She hugs him to her breaſt, nor dreads the harm, 
So in Aſcanius ſhape, the God unſeen, | 
Of old deceiv'd the Carthaganian Queen: 


So now the ſubtle pow'r his time eſpies, 
And threw two barbed darts in Celia's eyes; 
Many were broke before he could ſucceed, 
But that of gold flew whizzing'thro' her head; 
Theſe were his laſt reſerve, — When others fail, 
Then the refulgent metal muſt prevail; 
Pleaſure produc'd by money now appears, 
Coaches and fix run rattling in her ears ; 

Oliv'ry men! attendants ! honſehold plate! 
Court-poets and viſits! pompous air and ſtate ;: 
How can your ſplendor eaſy acceſs find, | 
And gently captivate, the fair one's mind? 
Succeſs attends,. Cupid has play'd his part, 

And ſunk the pow'rful venom to her heart; 

She cou'd no more, ſhe's: catched in the ſnare,. 
Sighing, ſhe fainted in her-eaſy chair; _ 
No more the ſanguine ſtreams in bluſhes glow, 
But to ſupport the heart, all inward flow, | 
Leaving the.cheek as cold and white as ſnow. 
Thus Celia fell, or rather thus did rife ; 

Thus Damon made, or elſe was made a prize 
For both were conquerors, and both did yield; 
Firſt She, now. He, is maſter of the field. 


not bluſh to change thy ſhape, ſince Jove- 
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Now he reſumes freſh life, abandons fear, 
Jumps to his limbs, and does more gay appear; 
| Not gaming heir when his rich parent dies ; 

| 


Not zealot reading hackney's party lies; 

Not ſoft fifteen on her feet-waſhing night; _ 
ki Not poet, when his muſe ſublimes her fight ; 
Not an old maid at ſome young beauty's fall ; 
Not the long tending * Stibler at his call ; 

Not huſbandman in drought when rain deſcends 3 
Not Miſs, when + Limberham his purſe extends, 
| Fer knew ſuch raptures, as this j Jo ful ſwain, 

| When yielding dying Celia calm'd his pain; 

1 The rapid joys now in ſuch torrents roll, 

| That ſcarce his organs can retain his ſoul. 


mm Ja, Ah. 


' 

| 

i Victor, he's nerous,. courts the fair's eſteem, _ 

0 And takes a baſon fill'd with limpid ſtream, 

j Then from his fingers forms an artful rain, 5 | 

1 Which rous' d the dormant ſpirits of her brain, 

| And made the purple channels flow again; 
She lives, he fings ; ſhe ſmiles, and looks more ame, 

Now peace and friendſhip is the only theme. 


The muſe owns freely here ſhe does not know, 
If language paſs'd betwixt the Belle and Beau 
Or if in courtſhip, ſuch uſe words or no. 43 
But, ſure it is, there was a parley beat 
And' mutual love finiſh'd the proud debate. | 
Then to complete the peace and ſeal the bliſs, : 
He, for a diamond ring, receive a kiſs . + +. + 
Of her ſoft hand ——next the aſpiring youth * 
With eager tranſports, preſs'd her glowing Gag 
So, by degrees, the Eagles teach their young, | 
To mount on high, and ftare upon the Sun. 


A ſumptuous entertainment crown'd the war, 
And all rich requiſites were brought from far; 


Wa A Probationer,——+ A kind Keeper, 


The table boaſts its being from Japan, 


Th' ingenious work of ſome great artiſan ; 
China, where potters coarſeſt mould refine, 


That rays thro? the tranſparent veſſels ſnine; | . 
The coſtly plates and diſhes are from thence, 1 
And Amazonia muſt her fruits diſpenſe; 2þ 2 
To her warm banks, our veſſels cut the main, | 
For the ſweet product of her luſcious cane 


Here, Scotia does no coſtly tribute bring, | 
Only ſome kettles full of * Todian ſpring. Fs 


Where Indus and the double Ganges flow, 

On odorif 'rous plains, the leaves do grow, | 
Chief of the treat, a plant the boaſt of fame, 
Sometimes call'd Green, Bohea's its greater name, 


Pythagoriz'd into the form of thee, | 
And with high tranſports, act the part of Tea! 
Kiſſes on thee, the haughty Belles beſtow, 
While in thy ſteams, their coral lips do glow ; 
Thy virtues and thy flavour they commend, 
While men, even beaux, with parched lips attend. 


„ Tod's Well in Edinburgh. 


O! happieſt of herbs! who would not be a 


KNA. 


An Inſcription on the Monument of the Marquis f 
Wincheſter, a firm Friend to King Charles the 
Firſt, erected to his Memory at Englefield, in 

a 5 1 
E, who in impious times untainted ſtood, : 
And 'midſt rebellion durſt be juſt and good, 
Whoſe arms aflerted, and whoſe ſufferings more, 
Confirm'd the cauſe, for which he fought before 1 ' 
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Reſts here, rewarded, by an Heavenly Prince, 
For what his earthly, could not recompenſe; 
Pray, reader, that ſuch times no more appear, 
Or, if they happen, learn true honour here; 
Ark of his ages, faith and loyalty, 

Which (to preſerve. them) Heav'n confin'd in thec.; 
Few ſubjects, could a King, like thine, deſerve, 
And fewer, ſuch a King, ſo well could ſerve ; 
Bleſt King, bleſt ſubject, whole exalted ſtate, 
By ſufferings roſe, and gave the law to fate; 
Such ſouls are rare, but mighty patterns given, 
To earth, were meant for ornaments to Heav'n. . 


eb baker 


O» a Monument erected in WW. fminſter Abbey, to 
the Memory of John Sheffield, Duke of Buck - 
ingham, who died in 1720, aged 74, is a Latin 
"9 ONE ta the fallowing Purpoſe. 


Lived doubtful, not diflolute, 
I die unreſolved, not unreſigned; 
Ignorance ak error, are incident to human nature, 
I truſt in an Almighty, and all good God, 
Thou King of Kings, have mercy upon me. 


eee ect cackeckeckeerketke 


On * ſbi of Lotil Beaucler i, Sen to 5 


Dube of Saint Albans, who was killed 5 in that 
memorable Expedition again/i Car thagena, 1740. 


7 HILST Britain boaſts her empire o'er che deep, 
This marble, ſhall compell the brave to weep; 3 
As men, as Britons, and as ſoldiers, mourn, 


"Tas 7 loyal, virtuous Beauclerk's urn. 


Sweet 


i -- 


( 63 ) 


gweet were his manners, as his ſoul was great; 
And ripe his worth, tho' immature his fate; 
Each tender grace that j joy and love inſpires, 
Living, he mingled with his martial fires ; 
Dying, he bid Brittannia's thunder roar. ; 


And Spain fill. felt him, ene he breath 4 no more. 


4 
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On the Perk Pool Bath, near. FA London” 
Hing iur Raſpital. 


7 VILE jagten banden in e Cone ing, 


The blooming beauties, of the chearful ipruig 3- 
The verdane y ale, the gently-whiſp'ring breeze, 
The flow'ry, meadow, and the waying trees; 
I, uninſorm'd toflrike the vocal ſtring, 
Or ſoar aloft, on nimble fancy's wing, 
Juſt late un from a country ſchool, 
Attempt the praiſes of the.Paealeſs Fool. 


Near where Auguſta's lofty temples riſe, 
Whoſe tow'ring tops, invade the threaten'd ſkies,.. 
With artful rows of ſpreading trees beſet, 

To veil its-beauties-from the ſolar heat; 

Where warbling birds, their choiceſt notes eſſay, 
To welcome in, the blooming. dawn of day; 
Where calmly, diſtant from the noiſy ſtrife, 

Of tumults various, and a city life, 

The men of trade from chains of bus neſs free, 
May taſte a- while the ſweets of liberty; ; 

A ſpacious bath, for uſe and pleaſure made, 
Where thouſand beauties, ſtand at once difplay'd z. 
Preſents profuſe each day its liquid ſhore, 

And more accepted, offers ſtill, the more, 


Here, 
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LN Here, wide expos'd to ſols meridian blaze, 
| ö And burnt beneath the fury of his rays, 
I His painful heart, the weary ſwain may cool, 


10 And feel the virtues, of the friendly pool; 

1 Or elſe, oppreſs d with pains afffictive weight, 

i! And bow'd beneath a weak and ſickly ſtate, 

j The ſad complainant may obtain relief, 

| | And ſooth at leaſt, if not remove his grief; 5 

1 His nerves relax d by toil or ſorrow's courſe, 
May here regain their long extended force; 

| His tortur'd limbs may balmy eaſe receive, 

[i And longer he, or more contented, live ; 

Or elſe, inſtructed to contemn the waves, | 
Where untaught thouſands make their wat'ry graves ; 
The ſprightly youth their nervous limbs may Ply, 
And each with other for the vi&ry vie 
From danger free, from fide to fide may float, 
Regale their fenſes, and their health band, * * 
While parent's tears no more aloud reſound 

In uſeleſs moans a darling offspring drown'd ; 1 

Or elſe, if weary of the wat' ry ſport, 

At dawn or cloſe of day, they may refort, 
Where ſkilful anglers undiſturb'd recline, © 

To watch the motion, of the ſpeaking line pie? 
Revive their ſpirits, and their cares allay,/ ' 


And bear with joy, the finny eng aw 7. 


Such is the ace, my artleſs lines proc, g 
And Peerleſs Pool, its nature and its name. 
May loftier ſongs, in future times confeſs, 

Its riſing charms, and various virtues bleſs ; 
My beſt 5 10 their juſt deſerts ſhall crown, 
Well pleas d, to ſee my mean attempt, 9 
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WOCOCOCOCOOCOCCCOOOX 
Verſſes wrote by a Gentleman upon his being ſlightetl 
by a Lady, on Account of his being a little crocked. 


4 
ATIs true my ſhape is ſomething odd, 
But blaming me, is blaming God; 
For had I ſpoke myſelf to birth, mY 


I d pleas'd the prettieſt laſs, on earth: 


And could J form myſelf a-new, 
I would not fail of pleaſing you. 


Your charms have long been dear to fame, 
And half the country toaſt your name ; 
But who, that dimpling chin ſupply'd, 
And lent thy cheeks, the roſy pride? 
With hair of jet, thy temples grac'd, 
And with a ſlender ſhape, thy waiſt ? 
Thyſelf, had thou thus beauteous made, 
To thee, the praiſe were duly paid; 
Thy pride might then have leave to ſwell, 
Thy motto this, TVE MADE ME WELL.” 
But ſince the power that faſhion'd thee, 
With the ſame hand, created me; 
Who might have touch'd my ſhape, like thine, 
And lent thee one, deform'd as mine ; 5 
For what thou art, that power adore, 
And, ſneer at my odd ſhape, no more. 
Thoſe eyes that dart deſtructive rays, 
Hence let them ſparkle to his praiſe. 
Thy breaſt, the ſeat of love and ſnow, 
Teach them his praiſe to pant and glow ; 
Then Heav'n inſpire thy yielding voice, 
To one that's better worth thy choice ; 
And if the reſt my ſuit diſdain, 
F he thought ſhall never give me pain; 
But that I tempt no heavier curſe, 
Heav'n Til adore, I'm made no worſe. 
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By a Lady. 


2 EF ORD that happy y outh cannot appear, 

| Whoſe thoughts are bright, and ſenſe and 
ag ment clear; 

Who boldly dares, in theſe ungrateful days, | 

To thank his God, and give his Maker, ' praiſe; 3 

When ſentiments like. theſe, the boſom fire, 6 

Defects are loſt— tis merit we admire. 


On Reading the Foregoing. 


| At ee ty eee e. 


On Chance, "ad * Preds oftination. ; 


_—_— different ſchemes, ieee align, 
A chance, a fate, a providence vine ; 
Which to embrace of theſe three diff*rent 288 70 
Methinks, it is not difficult to chuſe; | 
For firſt, what wiſdom, or what ſenſe, to cry, 
Things happen 90 and ſo” we know not why ? 
Or how are Wea vanc! d one jot, to know, | 
When things once are, that, they muſt needs be ſo 5 
To ſeę ſuch order, and deny all laws, 
Feel ſuch effects, and yet confeſs no cauſe, 
What can be more extravagant and odd? 
He only reaſons, hp believes a God. 
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Youth did travel far 3 near, 


To find à near relation; 3 
He had not ſeen for many a year, 
Tho? hath liyd.in, the DRHIOn. 3 ; 


op 


His. 
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His aunts own ſiſter, was this kin, 

B!) father and their mother; 

But yet no aunt, ſhe was to him, 
Nor aunt, unto his brother; 


Al born legitimate and free, OOTY 
As by our laws is grounded; 
Declare then the affirmity, 


By ol kin ib founded 2 
3 Liluur, His Mother... 
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ERE reſts my wie : poor Molly ! let her lie 
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On DANCING. 


ACH 4 the other anſwers, limb to limb, 
He .twarls his legs at her, and ſhe at hi 

e ogles, les filents his" vin and Tate 58 
Advances, turns, returns; and ſo does ſhe : 

He friſks and ſkips, then ſmooth away he fails ; 
"To friſk and. ſkip, like him, ſhe never fails; - 
He kicks the floor, then tip-a-tap her foot, 

Let him begin, the other ſhews ſhe?ll do't ; 


The dance is ended—bows and curt 'figs: made, 
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The fan is buſy now, the virgin's face, 

Is not fo cool, and bloomy, as it was ; 

Ah, fooliſh nymph ! ſecure thy nobler part, 
Thy face will foon be cool, but not thy heart. 


ca a ; 


en on the Scotcb. | 
"AD Cain been Scotch, God wou'd have chang'd 
his Doom; 
ot made him wander, but conkn'd him home. 
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ERE lies honeſt Thomas, with Suſan h his bride, 
Who merrily liv'd, and as cheerfully dy'd ; 
They laugh'd, and they lov'd, and drank while 
they were able, 

But now they are fore'd, to knock under the table 3 3 
This marble, which formerly ſerv'd *em to drink on, 
Now covers their bodies; a fad thing to think on; 
So that, do what we can, to moiſten our clay, 
"Twill one day be aſhes, and moulder xr 
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On the  Popifh Seven Sacraments. 


HE toaves were five the fiſhes. two, | 
Of which the multitude were made partakers ; 
Who made the fiſhes ? God; but who the loaves ? 
The Bakers. 


Such are the ſacraments, which, they call ſeven, 
Five were ordain'd by man, and two by Heaven. 
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Tho Sea's aero in the Mlegorical © Cheratler 4 
Dogge by win are improv'd, f 
And none has travell'd more; ; | 


J to th' Arabian coaſt, have rov'd, 
And, Athiopia's ſhore ; 


3 


N 


8 2 
7. 2 - Rn * 


— IE SET Co. 


At Mexico, Tivo hive been, 
And alſo, at Peru; 
And at Iberia, have been ſeen, 


Iberia, old and new; 


3 


At Nova Zembla, and Nanquin, 
At Java, and Gibraltar; 

At many nations, never ſeen, 
| By Anſon, or Sir Walter. | 


My age, too, gives pre-eminence,, _ 
Some thouſand years I boaſt;  _ 
And ſurely, moſt | 
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Should be eſteemed moſt. _ ; 
My remedies, to all are free, ; 4 
The public good, my aim; 1 
1 ſcorn to take a paltry fe, 14 
I covet—only fame . 1 
Hygiæa gives to me the ſway, 11 
And offers conſtant aid; Far: ans * 
So come, and duck, and drink away, ; 
And do not be afraid ; 1 
Tp | My | 


1 


My ftreams ſaline reſtoring are, 

And give the feeble vigour, 

Spirits, and beauty to the: fair, 
17 Gs all other liquor; 


To . cares Ive dene, 5 
Would, take too many pages; 

For 3 Sta has had a run, 
For ages, and tor ages. 
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An E 7 GRAM. 


HE lofty oak, from a ſinal! acorn grows, 
And to the ſkies, aſcends» with ſpreading 
boughs ; 
As years increaſe, it ſhades th* extended plain, 
Then, big with death, and vengeance, plows the main; 
Hence riſes fame, and ſafety to our ſhore, 
And from an acorn, ſprings e Power. 
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ET him who hates dancing, ne'er go to a ball; 
Nor him to the ocean, whom dangers appall; 
Nor him to a feaſt, who already has din'd, 
Nor him to the court, who will ſpeak out his mind. 


To 
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To a Lady, fearful of Thunder. 


SW whence this ſudden chill, my fair, 0 
11 When thunder rattles through the air? 4 
Why, quits your blood each diſtant part, 10 


And haſtes, to guard the labouring heart? 
Why, —all this ſhivering, panting, crying, 
This ſomething little leſs—than—dying 2 
If wretches, ſtain'd with deadly ſin, 
Quake at the worm, that gnaws within ; 
If ſavage tyrants trembling fly, 

And think the fate they merit, nigh ; 
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If treach'rous ſtateſmen, who have ſold, 
Their country, and their God, for gold ; 
And by this ſolemn ſound, diſmay'd, 
And dread him, whom they've diſobey'd ; 
Yet why, does my Belinda fear, 
What, only, ſhould the wicked ſcare ? 
The flaſh, that ſtrikes the villain dead, 
Is taught to ſpare the guiltleſs head ; 


Twere but on lightnings wings to fly, 


Or—ſhould by this the virtuous die, 
And gain a bleſt eternity. 
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On the Firſt of September, 


The Commencement of Partridge Shooting. I 


&" b 
EE ons 
* 4 

a 


| HEN the ſtill night withdrew her ſable ſhroud, 
And left theſe climes with ſteps ſedate 
| and ſlow ; 
Whilſt ſad Aurora, kerchief *d in a cloud, 
With dizzling vapours, hung the mountain's "my o 
| n 
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„ Ah, luckleſs train! ah, fate - devoted race 


„* Dark heavy miſts, obſcure the morning's face, 


a 


The wretched bird, from hapleſs perdix ſprung, 
With trembling wings, forſook the furrow'd plain 
And calling round her, all her liſt' ning young, 
In falt'ring accents, ſung this plaintive ſtrain: 


«© Unwelcome morn ! full well thy low'ring mein, 
% Foretels, che ſlaughter of th' approaching day 
« 'The gloomy ſky, laments with fears the ſcene, 
„Where, pale-ey'd terror re- aſſumes her ſway ; 


« 'The dreadful tale, experience tells, believe £ 


« But blood and death, ſhall cloſe the dreary eve. 


This day, fell man, whoſe unrelenting hate, 
No grief can ſoften, and no fears aſſwage; 

ec Pours dire deſtruction, on the feather'd tate, 
« Whilſt pride and rapine, urge his ſavage rage. 


& I, who ſo oft, has ſcap'd the' impending ſnare, 

« *E're night arrives, may feel the fiery wound; 
& In giddy circles, quit the realms of air, 

« And ſtain with ſtreaming gore, the dewy ground,” 


She ſaid, when lo! the pointer winds his prey, 
The ruſtling ſtubble, gives the fear'd alarm; 

The gunner views the chvey fleet away, 
And rears th' unerring tube, with ſkil ful arm. 


In vain the mother, wings her whirling flight, 
The leaden deaths, arreſt her as ſhe flies; 
Her ſcatter'd offspring, ſwim before her fight, 
And, bath'd in blood, ſhe flutters, pants, and dies. 


On 


E 


On a Country Life. 


The nightingale's melodious throat, 
Echoing thro? the grove her note; 
To hail the rifing, beauteous morn, 
The lark its early ſongs adorn ; 
The lambkins, on the hills, do run, 
Attended by the lucid ſun ; 
The Shepherd tends his ſheep along, 
Humming with glee, the ruſtic ſong ; 
Nor care, or trouble, fill his breaſt, 
But ſweet contentment, peace and reſt ; 
And when his daily labour's done, 
With pleaſure, he returneth home 
To his kind wife, and children dear, 
Whole love doth prove their mutual care; 
The jolly reapers, honeſt clowns, 
Now begin, their harveſt rounds ; 
Thrice welcome, to the parſon's barn, 
Are the good tythes—— his labour's earn; 
Full welcome, to the farmers yard, 
Is the ripe corn—his due reward; 
For nipping froſt, and winters ſnow, 
When chilling boreas firſt did blow, 
Sec the good lads, with muſic come, 
To celebrate, their harveſt heme; 
Harveſt home, with joyſul heart, 
Echo's from the laſt fill d cart; 
Thrice happy they, and free from ſtrife, 
Who thus enjoy a country life. 


Vor. . D 


UCH ſofter, than a well-tun'd ftring, - 
Doth the ſweet harmleſs linnet ſing ; 
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An 2 legy on the Death of a Mad Deg. 


And if you find it wond'rous ſhort 


In Ifling town there was a man, 


And in that town a Jon was found, 


The dog to gain his private ends, 


And ſwore the dog had loſt his wits, 
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By Dr. GOL DSM ITH. : 


OOD people all, of every ſort, 
Give ear unto my ſong ? 


It cannot hold you long. 


Of whom the world might ſay, 
That ſtill a godly race he ran, 
Whenc'er he went to pray. 


A kind and gentle heart he had, 
To comfort friends and foes; 

The naked every day he clad, 
When he put on his cloaths. 


As many dogs there be, 
Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound, 
And curs of low degree. 


This dog and man at firſt were friends 
But when a pique began, 


Went mad and bit the man. 


Around from all the . 8 ſtreets, 
The wond'ring neighbours ran, 


To bite ſo good a man. 


6 


The wound it ſeem'd both ſore and ſad, 
| To every chriſtian eye 
And while they ſwore the dog was mad, 
They ſwore the man would dye. 


But We a wonder came to ) light, 
That ſhew'd the rogues they ly'd ; 


The man recovered of the bite, 
The dog it was that dy'd. 
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To a Lady on ber Birth Day. 
By A. POPE. 


| Ou be thou bleſt with all that Heav'n can ſend, 


Long life, long youth, long pleaſure—and a 
friend! 

Not with thoſe toys, the woman - world admire, 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire : 


Let joy, or eaſe, let affluence, or content, 


And the gay conſcience of a life well-ſpent, 

Calm every thought; inſpirit every grace; 

Glow in thy heart, and ſmile upon thy face; 

Let day improve on day, and year on year, 
Without a pain, a trouble, ora fear ; 

And ah ! (fince death muſt that dear frame deſtroy) 
Die by ſome ſudden extacy of joy ; 

In ſome ſoft dream, may thy mild ſoul remove, 
And be 15 lateſt gaſp, a ſigh of love! 


N WW 


Us, 
SPAR SAR 2D FABRA. 


Th PETITION. 


IVE me, O Jupiter! (what can't be ſold,) 
A perſon that's genteel, an air that's bold; 
_ Give me each ſoft unutterable grace, | 
That checks reſiſtance in the female race; 
With ev'ry other talent, ev'ry art, 
Fit to ennoble or adorn the heart ; 
Give me worth, knowledge, learning, parts, and ſenſe, 
Give merit; or O! give me—impudence. 


a. 


Requiſites of an happy Life. 


HESE things my friend, (the muſe believe) 
To life the higheſt reliſh give; 
A competency not procur'd, 
By care and labour long endur'd ; 
But ready gotten te our hand, 
Whether in caſh or fertile land; 
A decent villa of our own, 
Grounds, that to ſeed in handfuls ſown, 
Return in autumn's ſultry reign, 
Redundant crops of golden grain ; 
Freedom from ſtrife of ev'ry ſort ; 
A viſit, once a year to court; 
A mind, in its own empire bleſt ; 
A body, which no pains moleſt ; 
b An 
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An clevated-turn of thought, 

That ſoars beyond the vulgar's lot; 

A child's ſimplicity of mind, 

With all a ſage's prudence join'd ;. 

A ſet of faithful friends, onr peers 

In rank, in fortune, and in years; 
Proviſions eaſy to obtain, 

A table plentiful, but plain ; 

The night in drinking never ſpent, 

Yet paſt with eaſe and ſweet content, 

A loving pleaſant-temper'd wife, | 

True to her marriage vow, through life; 

Slumbers, ſo gentle, ſo ſerene, 

As leave a perfect blank between, 

The moment, when our eyelids cloſe, 
And that which wakes them from repoſe 5. 

In our condition ſo much bliſs, 

As to be pleas'd with what it is; 

Nor ſigh for one enjoyment more, 

In nature's wide unbounded ſtore; 

A view of life's paſt hour that brings, 

Our diſſolution on its wings; 

Without a wiſh to urge its ſpeed, 

Or from its rapid flight recede. 
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On SPECTACLES. 


CN PF all the ſpectacles, to mend the fight 
Devis'd by art, for viewing obje&s right, 
Thoſe are moſt uſeful, which the prudent, place, 
High on the handle of the human face ; 4 
Some, on the temples fix them, I ſuppoſe, 
Leſt they ſhould ſeem to ſnuffle through the noſe ; 
Some, in one hand, the ſingle convex hold, 
But theſe are prigs, aſham'd of being old. 

23 | None 
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None are in news or politics ſo wiſe, . 
As he whoſe noſe is ſaddled with his eyes. 
And if the taper tube regale his ſnout, 
There's nought ſo ſecret but he'll ſmell it out. 
Should Gammer Gurton leave theſe helps at home, 
To church, with bible, tis in vain to come; 
The plaineſt ſermon 1s the moſt perplext, 
Unleſs, with care, ſhe double Kan the text. 
Lo! how the pariſh clerk, with many a hum, 
By turns, now fits them to his noſe or thumb ; 
Methodically regular, as need 
g By turns require him, or to ſing or read; 
Thoſe who ſee dimly, may their eyes reftore, 
By adding two, to what they had before; 
And they, that would be deem'd profoundly wiſe, 
Muſt narey in their heads, and pockets Dees, | 


. u * 


1 Giant, F. ag. 


| 7 IS angle faſhion'd of a ſturdy oak, 
| His line a cable, ne'er by. tempeſt broke; 
His hook he baited with a dragon's tail, 
He fat upon a rock, and bobb'd for whale. 
| 
| 
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| : | The Pin and Needle. 


"Pin; by various fortune toft, 
At laſt, in Greſham Hall was off; 
Well pleas'd, ſhe turn'd her round about, 
And ſpy'd a ruſty needle out, 
Lolling at eaſe upon a ſtone, = 


” Up” ſays the pin; © for ſhame begone.“ — 
N « Fool, 


1 
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© Fool,” ſays the needle, e you don't know 
What virtues from my partner flow ; 


The diſtant world through us is known, 
And both the Indies are our own. 


DOOCODCOCDIOCCOCDOOKY 


On the Viciſſi wa and Vanity. of all fub- 


' tlunary E njoyments. 


HAT i is this fleeting life of man? 
The ſcanty meaſure of a ſpan, 
A bubble, or adream; | 
With ſharp corroding cares perplext, 
Jo ſin and death itſelf annext,— 
Ah !—melancholy theme ej 


Behold the infant 6h the breaſt, 
His little peeviſh ſoul oppreſt,  _ * 
With grief and empty fears; 
we read his paſſion in his eyes, 
He ſpends his breath, in ſobs and cries, 
And bathes himſelf in tears. 


Few years revolv d, he's ſent to ſchool, 
Where taught to think and live by rule, 
What diſcontent he bears! _ 

Whilſt book and pen, his time employ, 

There's none ſo wretched as a boy, 
Nor ſo involv'd in cares. 

Anon, extravagant deſires, 5 

Tumultuous thoughts, and am rous fires, 
Within his boſom, rage; 
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Theſe, reaſon long aſſays to tame, 


Buy dread of pain, and want, and ſhame, 


And tedious wars they wage. 


But time, at length, like fate prevails, 
Tho' reaſon, Jove's great daughter fails, 


- And life grows more ſedate ; 
What once he made the total ſum, 
Of all delight, is now become, | 

The object of his hate. 


Now happineſs is drawn from gold, 
And in the ſhining liſts enrolPd, 
; Of honour, wealth and fame; 
For this he toils, for this his days, 
Are ſpent ; by this, he hopes to raiſe, 
A grand immortal name, © 


But gold has wings, and will not ſtay ; 
Man would purſue, but feels decay— 


The ſond purſui; rettrain 3 . 
And now, beneath the hand of death, 


He ſinks, and yields, with grief, his breath, 


Which yet he drew in vain. 


He, he alone can life poſſeſs, 


Whom ſmiling hope, ſhall deign to bleſs, 


Fair daughter of the ſkies ; 
A friend to virtue's friends alone, 
The worlds above, are all her own, 
And there, enjoyment lies. 
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Upon the Death of one Roſe. 
An Old Miſer. 


ED Roſe at laſt has flip'd his wind, 

But left no Roſe-like ſcent behind; 
Mean as he was, he lov'd to rule, 
And ſhew himſelf, an ill-bred fool; 
Proud, tho? a reptile ; poor, tho' rich, 
This ſtone cries out, here lies a wretch.” 
Then here we'll leave this worſt of fellows, 

And ſing old Roſe, and burn the bellows. 
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The FN £0 FRE 
Wrote in the laſt Century. 


MONGST the myrtles as I walk'd, 
| Love and my ſighs thus intertalk'd: 
Tell me, ſaid I, in deep diſtreſs, 
Where may I find my Shepherdeſs ? 
* Thou fool, ſaid love, know'ſt thou not this? 
© In every thing that's good, ſhe is; 
In yonder tulip go and ſeek, 
« 'There, thou may it find her lip, her cheek; 
In yond enamell'd pancy by, 
* 'There, thou ſhalt have her curious eye; 
In bloom of peach, in roſy bud, 
There weave the ſkreamers of her blood 
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In brighteſt lillies that there ſtand, 
« The emblems of her whiter hand; 
In yonder riſing hill there ſmell, 

6 Such ſweets as in her boſom dwell ; 

« *Tis true, (ſaid he) and thereupon 

I went to pluck them one by one; 

To make of parts an union; 

FgBut on a ſudden all was gone;' 
With that I ftopt ; ſaid love, theſe be, 
« Fond man, reſemblances of thee ; 
« And as theſe flowers, thy joys ſhall die, 
« Fen in the twinkling of an eye; 
And all thy hopes of her, hall wither, 
« Like theſe port ſweets, that knit together,” 
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| We Advice to a Young Lady. 
On ſeeing ber Dance. 


II may you walk, as years advance, 
— Smooth and erect, as now you dance; 


May you on each important ſtage, 
1 From bloom of youth to wither'd age, 
3 Aſſert your claim to merit's prize, 
And, as at preſent, charm our eyes. 
c Obfervant of decorum's laws, 
And moving with the ſame applauſe, 
May you, thro? life's perplexing maze, 
Direct your ſteps with equal praiſe ; 
Its intricate meanders trace, 
With regularity and grace ; 
From the true figure neyer ſwerve, 


And time in every ſtep oblerve ; 
| Give 
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Give ear to harmony and reaſon, 

Nor make one motion out of ſeaſon ; ' 
Thus will life's current gently flow, 

And pour forth every bliſs below; 

Till nature failing, ebb ſhall bring, 

Death with his dart but not his ſting ! - 


. 


On S0 r 


 COWEET ſolitude ! the muſes dear delight, 

8 Serene thy day, and peaceful is thy night; 
Thou nurſe of innocence, fair virtue's friend! 
Silent, tho? rapt'rous pleaſures thee attend. 

Earth's verdant ſcenes, the all-ſurrounding ſkies, 
Employ my wand'ring thoughts, and feaſt my eyes; 
Nature in every object points the road, 

Whence contemplation wings my ſoul to God. 
He's all in all, — his wiſdom, goodneſs, pow'r, 
Spring in each blade, and bloom in ev'ry flow'r, 
Smile o'er the meads and bend on ev'ry hill, 

Glide in the ſtream, and murmur in the rill ; 

All nature moves obedient to his will. | 

Heav'n ſhakes, earth trembles, and the foreſts nod, 
When awful thunders ſpeak the voice of God. 


Ee ec KerK he hecho e 
The Retroſpect of Life. a 
ICH Es, chance may take or give; 
Beauty lives a day and dies; 
Honour lulls us while we live; 
Mirth's a cheat, and pleaſure flies, 
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( 84 ) 
Is there nothing worth our care ? 
Time, and chance, and death our foes ; 


If our joys ſo fleeting are, 
Are we only ty'd to woes? 


Let bright virtue anſwer, no; 
Her eternal powers prevail, 

When honours, riches, ceaſe to flow, 
And beauty, mirth, and pleaſure fail. 


On a good Foker, but bad Mriter. 
By POPE. | 


' FOU aſk why Broos diverts you with his jokes, 
Yet if he writes, is dull as other folks? 
You wonder at it—this, Sir, is the caſe, 


The jeſt is loſt, unleſs you print his face. 


IN I A NS IN NSN IN A, PS SANS. 
SOCOCOCOCSODODOOOCIR 


The Place of the Damm d. 


\ LL folks who pretend to religion and grace, 
Allow there's a hell, but diſpute of the place; 
But if hell may by logical rules be defin'd, 
The place of the damn'd—PT1! tell you my mind; 
Wherever the-damn'd do chiefly abound, 
Moſt certainly there is a hell to be found ; 
Damn'd poets, damn'd critics, damn'd blockheads, 
damn'd knaves, 
Damn'd ſenators brib'd, damn'd proftitute ſlaves ; 
| | Damn'd 
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Damn'd villains corrupted in every ſtation, 
Damn'd time-ſerving rogues all over the nation ;- 
Then let us no longer by parſon's be flamm'd, 


For we know by theſe marks the place of the damn'd; 


And hell to be ſure is at or at Rome, 
How happy for us, that it is not at home. | 
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On FREEDOM. 


XREEDOM's charms alike engage, 
F The blooming youth and hoary age; 
Time itſelt can ne'er deſtroy, 

Freedom's pure and laſting joy ; 
Love and friendſhip never gave, 
Half their bleſſings to the {lave ;. 
None are happy but the free, 
Bliſs is born of liberty. 
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De Modern Courtier. 


RAY, ſay what's that, which ſmirking trips 
this way, | 

That powder'd thing, ſo neat, ſo trim, ſo gay! 

Adorn'd with tambour'd veſt, and ſpangl'd ſword, 

That ſupple ſervile thing? -O! that's a Lord ! 

You jeſt that thing a Peer? an Engliſh Peer? 

Who ought, (with head, eſtate, and conſcience clear) 

Either in grave debate, or hardy fight, 

Firmly maintain a free-born people's right; 


Surely 
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Surely thoſe Lords were of another breed, 
Who met their monarch John, at Runnemede 
And clad in ſteel, there, in a glorious hour, 
Made the curb tyrant feel the people's pow'r; 
Made him confeſs beneath that awful rod, 


Their voice united, is the voice of God. 


On . 


OVE the moſt gen'rous paſſion of the mind, 
The ſofteſt refuge innocence can find; 
The ſafe director of unguided youth, 


Fraught with kind wiſhes and ſecur'd by truth ; 
The cordial drop, heav'n in our cup has thrown, 


To make the nauſeous draught of life go down, 
On which one anly bleſſing, God might raiſe, 


. lands of atheiſts, ſubſidies of praiſe; 


or none did ever yet ſo ſtupid prove, 
But felt a God, and bleſs'd his pow'r in love. 


..... 


The contented Farmer. 


Eat, drink, and ſleep, and do what I pleaſe - 
The King at St. James's can only do theſe. 


chrctortecorrteoteohoototecteckectectechectertochety 


On SOLITUDE. 


ROM noiſe ſecure, oft in ſome lonely grove, 
P I walk, attentive to the plaintive dove; 
The gloomy wood yields a ſecure retreat, 

For meditation, and a peaceful ſeat; 


( 87. ) 

For calm reflection; where from paſhon free, 
My thoughts with contemplation beſt agree ; 
But when from chearful ſounds I ſeek delight, 
Or to regale the ſmell, or charm the fight ; 
With joy I liſten to the warbling birds, 

The purling riv'let, and the lowing herds ; 
All nature ſmiles, the azure violets bloom, 
The woods, odorous, yield their ſweet perfume ; 
Far happier he, who thus to groves reſorts, 
Than who purſues the pageantry of courts, 
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DISCONTENT. 


'Z HEN diſcontent fits heavy on the breaſt, 

Nor ſoothing art can lull the ſoul to reſt; 
Then glooray ſorrow o'er the mind takes place, 
Expreſs'd by every feature. of the face; 


The eyes caſt down, as tho' they lov'd the ground, 


And ſomething's mutter'd with a feeble ſound ; 
We frown, and figh, and murmur all in vain, 
Wiſhing redreſs, unwilling to complain ; 
Whereas, bright joy gives luſtre to the look, 
As does the-ſunſhine to a ſilent brook. 


On Colley Cibber being made Laureat. 


N merry old England, it once was a rule, 
1 The King had his poet, and alſo his fool; 


But now we're grown frugal, I'd have you to know it, 


That Cibber can ſerve, both for fool, and for poet. 


On. 
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On Reading a fine Poem. 


H force of. eloquence! whoſe powerful charms, 
Rouſes our paſſions, or our rage diſarms; 

Can equally diſdain, or pity move, | 

Fire with revenge, or warm us into love; 

Can meltus into floods of pitying tears, 

_ Inſpire with hope, or ſink us in our fears; 

Exult with joy, or feel the fancied wound, 

Such magie is in flowing numbers found. 


The L O NG E R. 


Riſe about nine, get to breakfaſt by ten, 
Blow a tune on my flute, or perhaps make a pen; 
Read a play till eleven, or cock my lac'd hat, | 
Then ſtep to my neighbours till dinner to chat; 
Dinner over, to Tom's or to Clapbam's J go, 
The news of the town, ſo impatient to know; 
While Law, Lock and Newton, and all the rum race, 
Who talk of their modes, their ellipſes, and ſpace ; 
The ſeat of the ſoul, and new ſyſtems on high, 
In holes, as abſtruſe as their myſteries, lie; 
From the coffee-houſe then, I to tennis away, 
And at ſix I poſt back to my college, to pray; 
I ſup before eight, and ſecure from all duns, 


Undauntedly march, to the Mitre, or Tuns; 
Where 
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Where in punch, or good claret, my ſorrows I drown, 
And toſs of a bowl to the beſt of the town; 

At one in the morning, I call whats to pay, 

Then, home to my chambers I ſtagger away; | 
Thus J tope all the night, as I trifle all day. 


ROO le, Nef C I CEO E N 


Epitaph on a beautiful and virtuous young Lady. 


82 ſoft in duſt, wait the Almighty's will, 
Then riſe unchang'd, and be an Angel ſtill. 


WOOOUDKIODOCOCOCCEX 


The Meſſage Card. 


"T*HE devil, one day at a loſs, 

1 His eyes aſkaunce, his arms acroſs; 
His tricks and quirks all at a ſtand, E 
Not one new miſchief in his hand. 


A fprightly imp, that chanc'd to ſee, 
His mighty maſter's reverie, 
Thus jogg'd, and put him on his guard; 
Sir, ſplit and blow upon this card; 

Give it a power of propagation, 

Beyond all paſte board in the nation; 
It ſhall hereafter prove a ſpell, 
Worthy the dread deſigns of hell. 
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Each phantom card, a meſlage call, 
Twill gain admittance into all; 
And, when thou'ſt introduc'd the elf, 
He'll cut and ſhuffle for himſelf; 
Mix ev'ry miſchief with the deal, 
And poiſon all the common weal ; 
Diffuſe the dregs of inflammation, 
To all the paſſions in the nation. 


Satan approv'd, and bid the ſpright, 

Set out himſelf that very night; 

Call quick on Somnus with the ſcheme, 

Let him diffuſe one gen'ral dream; 

That ev'ry ſoul imbibe, with reſt, 

Large hopes of gain, within his breaſt, 

Thus thou'lt ſupport the reign of vice, 
More ſure, than he that's in the dice. 


OOO οοοοοοοο 


In Diem Nuatalem. 


HOU power ſupreme ! by whoſe command Ilive, 
The grateful tribute of my praiſe receive ; 
To thy indulgence, I, my being owe, 
And all the joys, which from that being, flow ; 
Scarce eighteen ſuns have form'd the rolling year, 
And run their deſtin'd courſes round this ſphere, 
Since thou my undiſtinguiſh d form ſurvey'd, 
Among the lifeleſs heaps of matter laid ; 
Thy {kill my elemental clay refin'd, 
The vagrant particles in order join'd ; 
With perfect ſymmetry compos'd the whole, 
And ſtamp'd thy ſacred image on my ſoul; 


A . 
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A ſoul, ſuſceptible of endleſs joy, 


Whoſe frame, nor force, nor time, can er deſtroy ; 
Which ſhall ſurvive when nature claims my breath, 
And bid defiance to the darts of death; 
Torealms of bliſs with active freedom ſoar, 

And live, when earth and ſkies ſhall be no more: 
Author of life! in vain my tongue eſſays, 

For this immortal gift, to ſpeak thy praite ! 

How ſhall my heart its grateful ſenſe reveal, 
Where all the energy of words muit fail ? 

O may its influence in my life appear, 

And ev'ry action, prove my thanks ſincere ! 


Grant me, great God, a heart to thee inclin'd, 
Increaſe my faith and rectify my mind; 
Teach me deres to tread thy ſacred ways 
And to thy ſervice conſecrate my days; 

Still as thro' life's perplexing maze I ſtray, 
Be thou the guiding ftar, to mark my way ; 
Conduct the ſteps of my unguarded youth, 
And point their motions to the paths of truth ; 
Protect me by thy providential care, 

And warn my ſoul to ſhun the tempter's ſnare; 
Thro' all the ſhifting ſcenes of varied life, 

In calms of eaſe, or ruffling ſtorms of grief; 
Thro' each event of this inconſtant ſtate, 
Preſerve my temper equal and ſedate, 

Give me a mind, that nobly can deſpiſe, 
The low deſigns, and little arts of vice; 

Be my religion, ſuch as taught by thee, 

Alike from pride and ſuperſtition free ; 
Inform my judgment, regulate my will, 

My reaſon ſtrengthen, and my paſſions ſtill ; 
To gain thy favour, be my firſt great end, 
And, to that ſcope may ev'ry action tend; 
Amidſt the pleaſures of a proſp'rous ſtate, 
Whoſe flatt' ring charms, th' untutor'd heart elate ; 
May I reflect to whom thoſe gifts I owe, 


And bleſs the bounteous hand from whence they flow; 
| | e ap 
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Or, if an adverſe fortune be my ſhare, 
Let not its terrors tempt me to deſpair ; 
But fix'd on thee, a ſteady faith maintain, 
And own all good, which thy decrees ordain ;- 


On thy unfailing providence depend, 
The beſt protector, and the ſureſt friend. 


Thus on life's ſtage, may I my part ſuſtain, 
And at my exit, thy applauſes gain; | 
When thy pale herald comes, and ſtops my breath, 
Support me in that dreadful hour of death ; 
In that laſt conflict, guard me from alarms, 


And take my ſoul, expiring to thy arms, 


KXIOQOOOORIO KKEHRKEKER 


& Horror r 


ONOUR, I ſay, or honeſt fame, 
I mean the ſubſtance, not the name; 

Not that light heap of tawdry wares, 

Of ermine, coronets, and ſtars; 

Which often is by merit ſought, 

By gold and flatt'ry oft'ner bought; 

But the true glory which proceeds, 
Reflected bright from honeſt deeds; 
Which we in our own breaſt perceive, 
And Kings can neither take nor give, 


b 


De. INFITATION 


"NOME, beauteous Chloe, quit the town, 
Where noiſe and folly reign ; 

Thy ſoul with milder pleaſures crown, 
And grace the peaceful plain: 


Where 
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Where nature does her charms impart, 
6 Ten :avuſand diff ' rent ways; 
Beyc nd the force of tinſel art, 
„ ras, balls, or plays. 
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Here, may'ſt thou ſee, with untaught air, 
The blithſome ſwain advance; 

Here, view the artleſs ſylvan fair, 
Lead up the {prightly dance. 


Here, where no envious glance i is ſeen, 
Or jealous fears give pain; 

May'ft thou behold what joy ſerene, 
Inſpires the rural train. 


Here, may'ſt thou liſt ! whilſt on his reed, 4 

The ſhepherd makes eſſay; | 

View ſnowy flocks in paſtures feed, ; 
And wanton lambkins play : 


Here, ſafely by the bubbling brook, 

| Secure from vernal ſhow'rs ; 

Deceive the fiſh with bated hook, 
And cheat the ling'ring hours. 


Here, warbling choriſts, muſic lend, 
While Zephyrs waft perfume ; 

Here, trees with tempting branches bend, | 

And flow'rs appear in bloom. 


Here, in the conſcious ſhade reclin'd, 

We may our loves enjoy ; : 
Receive the gently breathing wind, 

And talk, and kiſs, and toy. 
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Here, heavn will on our paſſion ſmile, 
Our mutual flame protect; 
Here, ſhall thy wit my care beguile, 
Thy ſolid ſenſe, direct. 
Come 
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Come, Chloe, hail this calm retreat, 
From vice and danger free ; 

Oh ! make my happineſs compleat, 
And bleſs thyſelf and me. 


De Per of | Innocence. 
A true Story. 


HEN firſt the nuptial ſtate, we prove, 
We live the happy life of love ; 

But when familiar charms, no more ; 

_ Inſpire the bliſs, they gave before, 

Each leſs delighting, leſs is lov'd, 

Firſt this, then that, is diſapprov'd ; 
Complacence flies, neglect ſucceeds, 
Neglect, diſdain and hatred breeds. 


"T'was thus a pair, who long time prov 'd 

The joys to love, and be belov'd ; 

At length fell out for trifling things, 

From trifling, anger chiefly ſprings ; 
The wiſh to pleaſe forſook each breaſt, 
Love's throne was then by rage poſſeſs'd : 
Reſolv'd to part, they meet no more: 
Enough the chariot's at the door. 

The manſion was my lady's own ; 

Sir John reſolv'd to live in town ; 
Writings were drawn, each cauſe agreed, 
Both vow'd they'd ne'er recall the deed ; 
The chariots waite, why this delay? 
The ſequel ſhall the cauſe diſplay, 


One lovely girl the lady bore, 
Dear pledge of joys ſhe taſtes no more ; 
'The pther 's, mother's darling, ſhe, 
Now liſp'd, and prattled on each knee ; 


("98 7) 


Sir John, when riſing to depart, 

Turn'd to the darling of his heart ; 

And cry'd, with ardour in his eye, 

« Come Betſey, bid mamma good bye ;” 
The lady, trembling, anſwer'd, © no 

“ Go, kiſs papa, my Betſey, go 

« The child ſhall hve with me“ —ſhe cry'd, 
The child ſhall chuſe”—Sir John reply'd ; 
Poor Betſey, look'd at each, by turns, 

And each the ſtartling tear diſcerns; 

My lady aſks, with doubt and fear, 
Will you not live with me, my dear? 
Yes, half reſolv'd, reply'd the child, 

And half ſuppreſs'd her tears ſhe ſmiPd ; 

« Come Betſey,” cry'd Sir John, “you'll go, 
« And live with dear papa, I know.” 

Ves, Betſey cry'd—the lady then, 
Addreſs'd the wond'ring child again; 

« The time to live with both is o'er, 
This day we part to meet no more: 
c Chuſe then” —her grief o'erflow'd her breaſt, 
And tears burſt out, too long ſuppreſs'd ; 
'The child who tears and chiding join'd, 
Suppos'd papa, diſpleas'd, unkind ; 

And try'd, with all her little ſki], 

To ſooth his oft relenting will; 

Do, cry'd the liſper, pappy ! do, 

Love dear mamma ! mamma loves you ; 
Subdu'd, the ſource of manly pride, 

No more his looks his heart bely'd ; 

The tender tranſport forc'd its way, 

They both confeſs'd each others ſway ; 

And prompted by the ſocial ſmart, 

Breaſt ruſh'd to breaſt, and heart to heart ; 
Each claſp'd their Betſey, o'er and o'er, 

And Tom drove empty from the door; 

You, that have paſſions for a tear, 

Give nature vent, and drop it here. 


On 
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On Friendſbip.— By Allan Ramſay. 


HE earth born clod, who hugs his idol pelf, 
His only friends are, mammon and himſelf ; 
The drunken ſots, who want the art to think, 
Still ceaſe from friendſhip when they ceaſe from drink ; 
The empty fop, who ſcarce for man will paſs, 
Ne'er ſees a friend, but when he views his glafs. 


Friendſhip firſt ſprings from ſympathy of mind, 
Which to complete, virtues are all combin'd ; 
And only found *'mongſt men who can eſpy, 

The merits of his friend without envy ; 
Thus all pretending friendſhip's but a dream, 
Whoſe baſe is not reciprocal eſteem. 


On the Power of the Omnipotent Being over all 


his Creatures. 


TY OW vain and fruitleſs is th' attempt of man, 
1 The great perfections of a God to ſcan ! 
Who rules the world with an unbounded ſway, 
And ſhines, tho' darkneſs intercepts the day! 
Before all time, he was ; before the ſun | 
Rejoic'd, thro' heaven, his mighty courſe to run; 
He gave the wide creation infant birth, 
And fix'd the pillars of the floating earth; 
His ears are open to the mournful ſigh, 
And kindly liſten, when th' aflicted cry; 
His throne's eſtabliſhed by a juſt decree, 8 
From his ſubjection, not the prince is free; 
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His will is fate, and, at his dreadful frown, 
The proudeſt kingdoms totter and fall down; 
In vain would armies, and whole nations riſe, 
with rage gigantic, to aſſault the ſkies ; 

In vain, they queſtion his divine command, 

Or dare, the wonders of his God-like hand; 
Deſtruction waits upon his awful nod, 

And nations periſh at the voice of God; 

| The ſeas, tumultuous, like the mountains, riſe, 
And ſtrong convulſions rend the trembling ſkies ; 
He ſpeaks, and all things into ruin fly, 

The lifeleſs periſh, and the living die. 
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Againſt E nioyment. 


E love and hate as reſtleſs monarchs fight, 

| Who boldly dare invade another's right; 
Yet when thro' all the dangerous toils they've run, 

Ignobly quit the conqueſts, they have won; 

Thoſe charming hopes that made them valiant grow. 

PalPd with enjoyment, makes them cowards now. 


Our paſſions only form our happineſs, 
Hopes ſtill enlarge, as fears contract itleſs ; 
Hope with a gaudy proſpect feeds the eye, 
Sooths ev'ry ſenſe, does with each wiſh comply, 
But falſe enjoyment the kind guide deſtroys, 
We love the paſſion in the treacherous joys; 
Like the gay ſilk worm, when it pleaſes moſt, 
In that ungrateful web it ſpun, *tis loſt, _ 


Fruition only cloys the appetite, 
More does the conqueſt, than the prize delight ; 
Vor. II. F | Onc 


_=_. - 
— 


e 
* 


(98 


One victory gain'd, another fills the mind, 
Our reſtleſs wiſhes cannot be confin'd ; 
Like boiſt'rous waves, no ſettled bounds they know 
Fix'd at no point, they always ebb or flow. 


Who 1088 expects, enjoys the piestafe moſt, 
"Tis rais'd by wiſhes, by fruition loft, 
We're charm'd with diſtant views of happineſs, 
But near approaches make the proſpect lels ; 
Wiſhes, like painted landicapes, moſt delight, 
Whilſt diſtance recommends them to the fight ; 
Plac'd afar off, they beautiful appear, 
But ſhew their coarle and nauſeous colours near, 


Thus the tand Midas, when he found his ſtore, 
Increaſing ſtill and would admit no more ; 
With eager arms his ſwelling bags he preſs'd, 
And expeQation only made him bleſs'd; 
But when a boundleſs treaſure he enjoy d, 
And every wiſh was with fruition clay'd ; 
Then, damn'd to heaps, and ſurfeited with ore, 
Hle curs'd that gold, he doated on before. 
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On a Poor, but Hon: Man. 
TOP, reader here, and deign a look 


On one without a name ; 
Neer enter'd in the ample book, 
Of tortune, or of fame; 


Studion? 
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St udious of peace, he hated ſtrife, 
Meek virtues fill'd his breaſt; 

His coat of arms, “ a ſpotleſs life” 
* An honeſt heart, his creft ; 


Quarter'd therewith was innocence ; 
And thus his motto ran : 
c A conſcicnce void of all offence 


© Before both God and man.” 


In the great day of wrath, tho? pride 
Now ſcorns his pecigree-; 

Thouſands ſhall wiſh they'd been ally d 
To this great family. 
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The PHILOSOPHER. 
APPY the man, old Solon cry'd, 


Who, with his farm content ; 


Tan ſmile at Cræſus pomp and pride, 
| From his low tenement, 


Who can with freedom range the wood, 
Or climb the moſſy rock; 

Can, at the fountain take his food, | 
Or tend his fleecy Rock ; | WT 


Harmleſs and innocent as they, Fl 
And free from faQious ſtrife ; "Hi 
The peaceful moments glide a ay, {1 
Without the cares of life ; | i 
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Happy the man, fay all the wiſe, 
Who, with a chearful mein; 
Scorns to be govern'd by the ſkies, 
Or clouded by the ſpleen; : 
Whoſe thoughts, free, open, unconfin'd, 
Are void of all deceit ; | 


Where freedom only rules the mind, 
And keeps her god- like ſeat ; 


Let miſers with ambition curs'd, 
Ofer ſtormy regions roam; 

Like Tantalus, they always thirſt, 
But peace ſtill dwells at hame ; 3 


There, there alone, glides ſweet repoſe, 
No ſtorms, that ſeat, ſurpriſe; 
Calm as the ſtream which by him flows, 

And cottage where he lies ; 


No dangers fright his ſteady foul, 
Or diſcompole his reſt ; WE” Er 
Let the earth ſhake, or thunders roll; - = 

"Tis peaceful in his breaſt ; | 


Thus unconcern'd Fabricius ſat, 
When Pyrrhus plac'd unſeen, 
'The monſter, arm'd in dreadful ſtate, 
Behind the Roman s ſcreen ; 


Sedate and ſteady, as before, 
He ſaw the beaſt appear ; 

And o'er his head, with hideous roar, 
His lithe proboſcis rear, 
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; Again, the tempting monarch tries, 

If virtue cou'd be ſold ; 

| And plac'd before the heroes * 

\ That greater monſter gold; 

Urmov'd 


E 


Unmov'd, he ſaw the ſhining pelf, 
With uncorrupted heart; 

Still he was maſter of himſelf, 
And ſcorn'd the tyrant's art. 
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On 8MOKING. 


J TAIL ſmoking ſcience ! art illuſtrious hail ! | 
F Thou comfort ſure, when other comforts fail; 
| By thee aſſiſted, I invoke no nine, | 


Nor hackney'd muſe to favour my deſign ; 


| But in one hand, thy fav'rite tube I gripe, 
And draw my inſpiration from the pipe. 


The pipe! delightful engine! to whoſe pralſe 
I ſing in humble and unwonted lays ; 
To thee, my firſt born, grateful offering bring, 
To thee, 'tis due, thou taught me firſt to fing ; 
Had thou been abſent, never had J roſe 
To glorious verſe ; but in eternal proſe 
[ yet had ſpent my undelighted time, 
Nor dar'd to think of harmony or rhyme. 


Ye rev'rend paſtors, join my grateful lays, 
The pipe, from you, demands peculiar praile ; 
Oft, when the ſermon-making muſes fail, 
When pond'ring thought, and ſtudy won't prevail; 
Tho? foreign ſuccours bring their wonted aid, 
Too, frequent uſe of theſe, you are afraid; 


What can you do, the num'rous leaves to fill, 
In vain, you frown, and gnaw your ſuff' ring quill ;: 


The pipe preſents its aid, freſh thoughts ariſe, 
Tranſporting viſions waſt you to the ſkies ; 
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And thus inſpir'd, you then are taught t'indite, 
Unuſual ſtrains, more faſt than you can write; 
Oh potent fume ! the ſermon's almoſt done, 


Which, without thee, wou'd ſcarce have been begun ; 


At length, ſo thick the curling clouds ariſe, 
That hell itſelf is brought before our ey es; 

A bleſt occaſion, to paint that aright, 

Which this great art thus brings before our fight, 


Nor is it thus confin'd to prieſts alone, 
But humble ſwains its mighty joys have known; 
Behold each lout the jetty chunk aſſume, 


And ſwiftly puff around the fragrant fume; 


The fragrant fume the yellow wall aſcends, 

And round the room in circling motion bends ;. 
At length ſublimely wrapt in ſable ſhrouds, 

Each ſwain becomes a jove, and forms his clouds. 


In learning's manſions, and where arts abound, 
Ihe ſons of ſmoking always may be found; 
Borne on a cloud, they mount above the air, 
And view the greater and the leſſer bear; 
Survey the brighteſt of the ſtarry throng, 
And hail the planets as they move along; 
Newton their pilot, pleas'd they rove about, 
Nor think of earth until their pipes are out. 


_ 


Bacchus, the laurel which thou long haſt worn, 


Yield to this God of fair Virginia born ; 


To him reſign thy long uſurped reign, 
For you diſtract, but ſmoking clears the brain. 
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| Wdreſs'd to a Young Lady, on her ſaxiug, when 


g d to fit down, 
c I will ſtand: to gro better.“ 


\HOU'D you, by ſtanding, better grow, 
*Twou'd make more lovers hearts to flow ; 
Your beauty now 1s ſuch, that I, 
Unleſs you eaſe my pain, mutt die; 
Beholding you, does cauſe my ſmart, 


Your beauteous form has ſtole my heart; 


And ſhou'd you better grow ! why then, 
You'd ſteal the hearts of all the men; 

Tis plain, I think, you can't do ſuch ; 
Wou'd you exceed the fair ſo much ? 

An angel ſure, you wiſh to be; 

You ſeem already that, to m2. 

In ſhape, in ſtature, and in alr, 

You look, to me, ſo paſſing fair, 

That I, bright nymph ! wou'd gladly know, 


Ho tis, that you can better grow? 


Tho? if you mean your inward part, 
And wiſh to have a kinder heart; 
I there, fair maid, with you agree, 
And hope you'll prove more kind to me ; 
I freely will my heart reſign, 
If in return, I can have thine ;- 
Then, Delia, do not, vainly rove, 
But let us join in mutual love; 
And tho' my ſex will envy me, 


Vet ſhall we ever happy be. 
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In Praiſe of Punch. 


ERE I a prieſt, brave punch ſhould be my text, 

That prince of liquor, delicately mixt; 
Brandy, the offspring of that god-like tree, 
Whole grandſire was not leſs than deity. 


The cooler, harmleſs, oryſtal ſtreams ſhall be, 
A wholeſome counſeller, great Sir! to thee ; 
The genuine produce of Weſt Indian canes, 
Shall dulcify the fluids of thy—veins ; 

And, that their ſofter natures may imbrue, 
Hiſpania's ſharper juice, we'll ſend to you. 


The firſt of theſe heroic cups ſhall be, 
To his eternal glorious. memory, 
Who firit, this fine tranſporting liquor try'd ; 
Heroes of old, for leſs xvere deify'd. 


By heav'ns its choice, this cup has chear'd my heart, 
Made by the niceſt rules of curious art. 


No gout, no ſtone, no cholic, nay, nor px, 
Can hurt us, if our punch be erthodox ; 
Twill make a lofty nimble ſailor fly, 
The hufting winds, and boi{Prous ſeas defy ; 
The ſoldier, death, and hell, and devils deſpiſe, 
And brave the thickeſt of his enemies ; 
The brawling lawyer plead with eloquence, 
And, canting quack, upon his ſtage, ſpeak ſenſe ; 
"Twill make—— (but I'm a- dry to tell you more,) 
A poor man vaſtly rich, a rich man poor. 


DUNMOIV. 
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| T' the monaſtry of Dunmow in the county of Eſſex, 
1 began a cuſtom in the reign of Henry I. and con- 


tinued to this time; and by which (as ſome aſſert) 
the manor of Dunmow is ſtill held, that he who 
{ & ſhou'd not repent of his marriage, either ſleeping 
or waking, in a year and a day; nor had any 
„ brawls or contentions with his wife, nor made any 
„ nuptial tranſgreſſion within that time, and would 
take his oath of the ſame, before the prior and 
convent, and the whole town; kneeling upon two 
hard pointed ſtones; ſhould have a gammon, or 
| © flitch of bacon delivered to him with great ſolem 


W © nity and be carried on men's ſhoulders, with th _ 
„ bacon held before him, firſt about the prior 


| © church yard, and after thro' the town, accompany. 
« ed by all the friars and brethren, and the town's 


folks whooping and hallowing.” 


45 Toe forum of the Oath on that Occaſion, adminiſtered 
= by the Prior of the Convent, is as follaws: © 


YOU ſhall ſwear by the cuſtom of our confeſſion, 
That you never made any nuptial tranſgreſhon 3 
| Since you were married, man and wife, 
| By houſehold brawls, or contentious ſtrife. ; 

Or, otherwiſe, in bed, or at board, 
Ofended each other, in deed or word; 
Or ſince thepariſh clerk ſaid, AMEN, 


| You wiſh'd yourſelves unmarried again; 


Or, in a twelve month, and a day, 
Repented not in thought, any way; 
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But continued true, and juſt in deſire, 
As when you join'd hands in the holy choir 
If to theſe conditions, without any fear, 
Of your own accord, you will freely ſwear ; 
A whole gammon of bacon you ſhal] receive, 
And bear it hence with love and good leave ; 
For this is our cuſtom of Dunmow, well known, 
Tho' the pleaſure be ours, the bacon's your own. 


On the Night. 


HE day's bright king, now conquer'd does retire 
Night takes poſſeſſion on the vanquiſh'd fire; 
The moon, her peerleſs light, now doth diſplay, 
Whilſt Sol remains till the ſucceeding - day; 
The ſtarry frame, their equal pow'r do ſhow, 
Around the ſpheres, with light that from them flow ; 
All things are ſtill, each creature now doth reſt, 
And all retire in peace, both man and beaſt ; 
Calm and ſerene, the fields and meads appear, 
The murm'ring brooks, their vivid coarſes, ſteer ; 
Free from thoſe raging follies, which do riſe, 
When night, in turn, do gently leave the fkies. 
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An Addreſs to the Almighty. 


OD of all worlds ! ſourſe and ſupreme of things ! 
From whom all life, from whom duration 
ſprings! : 

Intenſe O ! let me for thy glory burn, 


Nor fruitleſs view my days and months return ; 
| Give 


dh 
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| Give me with wonder at. thy works to glow, - 
To graſp thy viſion, and thy truths to know; 

E Ofcr time's tempeſtuous ſea to reach the ſhore, 
And live, and ſing, where time ſhall be no more. 
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On the Death of Lord Temple. 


T. Grenville's death, truth ſeiz'd her ſilver pen, 
To draw a portrait of that worthy man; 


| Which being read by ſoft tongu'd flattery, 
{ Diſpleas'd, ſhe cried, © here's no room left for me.“ 
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| On a rich Miſer of Kingſton, by Safford the Cura. 


ICH Kent does all his art and cunning bend, 
To gain that wealth, he wants the ſoul to ſpend 
Poor Safford, does his whole contrivance ſet, 
To ſpend that wealth he wants the ſenſe to get; 
Kind fates, and fortunes, blend them, if you can, 
And, of two wretches, make one happy man. 


To a Young Widow. 


Too long a mourner—ceaſe at length to mourn, - 
Nor waſte, in ſorrows, o'er a moul'dring urn, 
The bloom of youth ; what pity youthful bloom, 


Should, penſive, droop o'er yonder lifeleſs tomb ! 
Prolonging 
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Prolonging grief beyond the widow'd year, 
Still laviſh of the tributary tear! 7 
Since tyrant cuſtom can exact no more, 

And love forbids thee, longer to deplore ; _ 
Why heaves thy boſom with that ſwelling ſigh ?— 
Why ſteals that pearly moiſture from thy eye? — 
What boots the ſwelling ſigh, or pearly tear ?— 
No tears the dead can-ſee—no ſighs can hear. — 


Ah! fpare theſe beauteous eyes - that tender frame, 
Nor give the dead, thoſe charms, the living claim. 


FFC 


An Epitaph on, a very idle Fellow, 


From Cambden. | 
" TERE lyeth one that once was born, and ory'd; 
; Liv'd ſeveral years, and then—and then — 
f he dy'd. 


On 4 Lady drinking Bath Waters. 


2 guſhing ſtreams impetuous flow, 

In haſte to Delia's lips to go; 

With equal haſte, and equal heat, 

Who would not ruſh, thoſe lips to meet? 

Bleſt envy'd ſtreams! ſtill greater bliſs, 

Attends your warm and liquid kiſs: 

For, from her lips, your welcome tide, 

Shall down her heaving boſom glide; 

There fill each ſwelling globe of love, 

And touch that heart I ne'er could move; _ 
rom 
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And find, at laſt the bliſeful way, 

Which thought may paint, tho? verſe may'nt lay 
Too happy rival! dwell not there, 

To rack my heart with jealous care ; 

But quit the bleſt abode—though loth, 

And, W paſſing, eaſe us both. 


From thence in ſoft meanders ſtray, 0 
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Dean Swift's lamentation, for the loſs of his hearing. 


Fo all my friends, a burthen _ ; 
more, I hear my church's bell, 
Than if it rung for my own knell ; 
At thunder, now, no more 1 tart, 
Than at the rumbling of a cart; 
And what's incredible, alack [ 
No more I hear a woman's clack. 


Die giddy, helpleſs, left alone, | 
0 
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The INC ONS TANTS. 


HAT tortures ſtrange, does Celia make me 
prove, | 
Nor happy, nor unhappy in my love 
When ſhe is willing, then I ſhun the joy; 
When J am willing, Celia is as coy ;. 
Both are in love,—who then cou'd happier be? 
But juſt when I love her, ſhe loves not me; 


When 


When with a glowing heat my heart's poſſeſt, 

An icy froſt has chill'd my Celia's breaſt ; 

And when i in mine, there does a coldneſs reign, - 
My vary'ing Celia's fire revives again. 

Why does my ſummer, Celia's winter prove? 
When riſes love from ſcorn, and ſcorn from love ? 
Ah! Cupid! end this jeſt, my riddling boy, 
Make me leſs am*rous, or, make her leſs coy ; 
Burn, or freeze both, that both our breaſts may hold, 
A mutual fire, or elſe a mutual cold, 


The Parſon's Ca t— By Dean Swift, 


HAT you, friend Marcus, like a ſtoic, 
Can wiſh to die in ſtrains heroic ; | 


No real fortitude implies, _ 
Yet, all muſt own, thy wiſh is wiſe ; ; 


Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife, 
Thy buſy, drudging ſcene of life, 
Thy inſolent, unpreaching vicar, 
Thy want of all-confoling liquor, 
Thy thread bare gown, thy caſlock rent, 
Thy credit ſunk, thy money ſpent, 
Thy week made up of faſting days, . 

Thy grate, unconſcious of a blaze, 
And to compleat thy other curſes, 
Thy quarterly demands of nurſes, 
Are ills, thou wiſely begs to leave, 
And fly for refuge to the grave. 


But now ſhou'd fortune ſhift the ſcene; , 
And make thy curate-ſhip, a Dean; 
h Or 
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Or ſome rich benefice provide, 
To pamper luxury, and pride ; 
With labour-ſmall, and income great, 
With chariot, leſs for uſe than ſtate; 
With ſwelling ſcarf, and glofly gown,. 

With licence to reſide in town; | 

To ſhine, where all the gay reſort, 

At concert, .coffee-houſe, or court; 

And weekly perſecute his grace, 

With viſits, or to beg a place; 

With underlings, thy flock to teach, 
With no deſire to pray or preach ; 

With haughty ſpouſe, in veſture fine, 

With plenteous meals, and gen'rous wine; 
Wou'dſt thou not with, with ſo much eaſe, 
Thy years, as num'rous as thy days? 


LY * 


The. Non Pareil. 


ARLV this morn, (a time to muſes kind) 
Willing to draw one women to my mind; 

Wiſe without pride, without coquetting, fair, 
Chaſte as the unblown roſe, yet free as air; 
In language eaſy, in her temper ſweet, 
And mederately learn'd, and ſimply neat; 
Who ne'er one ſtep from virtue's paths has trod, 
True to her friend, but truer to her God. 
But, when J on the picture thought, Icry'd, 
No ſuch can be and flung my pen aſide— 
My muſe then kindly wiſper'd, ſuch can be; 
Bade me Clarinda write - and that was ſhe. - 


Th 


6 * N of \ . 


4 
| 
= 
q 
T 
£ 
4 
1 P. 
41 
£ 
- 
* 
F 3 
1 


— — us. — — 9" hy = 
- 6225 13 1 


(!. rn: 


if . 
| INL NN RAKE KAR A 0 XOX 13 
0 : | : N - 
i The Faithleſs Wife, or hing Huſband. | 
# = 
| | HAT &er Tom tells for truth, if ſpouſe i is by, ox 


If With modeſty ſhe hints, it is a lye ! Ws 
i Wars might enſue, ye Gods, ſuch wraths to ſooth, | 
Give her more faith, or give to Tom, more truth. 


The Soliloquy of a beautiful Lady in the Country. 
By Lord Lyttleton. 


WAS night, and Flavia to her room retir'd 
With evening chat, and ſober reading tr'd ; 

There melancholy, penſive, and alone, 
She meditates on the forfaken town; 
On her rais'd arm, declin'd her drooping head, 
She ſigh'd, and thus in plaintive accents ſaid ; 
« Ah! what avails it to be young and fair, 
« To move with negligence, to drefs with care? 
« What worth have all the charms our pride can Deen, 
& If all in envious ſolitude are loſt ? 
6 Where none admire, *tis uſeleſs to excell ; 
«© Where none are beaus, tis vain to be a belle; 
Beauty, like wit, to judges muſt be ſhown, 
& Both moſt are valu'd, where they beſt are known; 
« With every grace of nature, or of art, 
&« We cannot break one ſtubborn country heart; 
The brutes, inſenſible, our power defy ; 
I To love, n a ſquire's * 5 
"ns | 66 That 
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The town, the court, is beauty's proper ſphere ; 
That is our heaven, and we are angels there; 

« In that gay circle thouſand cupids rove; 
„The court of Britain, is the court of love; 

« How has my conſcious heart with triumph glow'd, 
How have my ſparkling eyes their tranſport ſhow'd ; 
« At each diſtinguiſh'd birth night, ball, to ſee, 

« The homage due to empire, paid'to me z 

„% When every eye was fix'd on me alone, 

«© And dreaded mine, more than the monarch's frown, ; 
« When rival ſtates men, for my favour, ſtrove, 

« Leſs jealous in their power, than in their love; 

« Chang'd is the ſcene ; and all my glories die, 

« Like flowers tranſplanted, to a colder ſky ; 

« Loſt is the dear delight of giving pain, 

« The tyrant joy of hearing ſlaves complain ; 

« In ſtupid indolence, my life is ſpent, 

« Supinely calm, and dully innocent ; 

« Unbleſs'd, I wear my uſeleſs life away, 

« Sleep, wretched maid! all night, and dream all day; 
“Go at ſet hours to dinner, and to prayer; 

« For dulneſs muſt be ever regular. 

« Now, with mamma, at tedious whiſt, I play, 

e Now without ſcandal, drink inſipid tea; 

«© Orin a garden, breath the country air, 

“Secure from meeting any tempter there; 

% From books to work, from work to books, I rove, 
And am (alas!) at leiſure to improve! 

Is this a life, a beauty ought to lead? 

«& Were eyes, ſo radiant, only made to read? 

* 'Theſe fingers, at whoſe touch, even age would glow, 
« Are theſe, of uſe for nothing, but to ſow ? 
“Sure, erring nature never could deſign, 
Jo form a houſewife, in'a mould like mine! 
© O Venus, queen and guardian of the fair! 

“ Attend propitious to thy vot'ry's prayer; 

« Let me reviſit the dear town again | 
& Let me be ſeen !-—could I that wiſh obtain, 
All other wiſhes, my own power would gain.” 
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The Furniture of a Woman's Mind. 


Set of phraſes learn'd by rote ; 
A paſſion for a ſcarlet coat ; 

When ata play to laugh, or cry; 
Vet cannot tell the reaſon Why; 
Never to hold her tongue, a minute, 
While all ſhe prates has nothing in it; 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 
And take his nonſenſe all for wit ; 
Her learning mounts to read a ſong, 
But half the words pronouncing Wong 
Hath every rapartee in ſtore, 
She ſpoke ten thouſand times before; 
Can ready compliments ſupply, 
On all occaſions, cut and dry; 
Such hatred to a parſon's gown, 
The ſight will put her in a ſwoon ; 
For converſation well endu'd, 
She calls-1t witty to be rude ; 
And, placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greateſt failing: 
Nor make a ſcruple to expoſe, 
Your bandy leg or crooked noſe ; 
Can at her morning tea run o er, 
The ſcandal of the day before ; 
Improving hourly in her ſkill, 
To cheat and wrangle, at quadrille. 


In chuſing lace, a critic nice, 
Knows, to a groat, the loweſt price ; 
Can in her female clubs diſpute, 
What linen beſt the filk will ſuit ; 
What colours each complexion match, 


[| And where, with art to place a patch. : 


E 


If chance a mouſe creeps in her ſight, 
Can finely counterfeit a fright , 
She ſweetly ſcreams, if it comes near her, 
nc raviſhes all hearts to hear her. 
Can dextroufly her huſband teaſe, 
By taking fits, when e'er the pleaſe ; 
By frequent practice, learns the trick, 
At proper ſeaſons, to be ſick ; 
'I'hinks nothing gives one airs ſo pretty, 
At once, creating love and pity ; 
If Betſey happens to be careleſs, 
And but neglects to warm her hair lace,- 
She gets a cold, as ſure as death, 
And vows, ſhe ſcarce can fetch her breath ; 
Admires how modeſt women can, 
Be ſo robuſtious, like a man. 


In party, furious to her pow'r ; 
A bitter whig, or tory ſour; 
Her arguments directly tend, | Ml 
Againſt the ſide ſhe would defend; | + 
Will prove herſelf a tory plain, i 
From principles the whigs maintain ; : 
And to defend the whiggiſh cauſe, | 'k 
Her topic, from the tories, draws. | WT 


O yes, if any man can find, 1 

More virtues in a woman's mind ; TED If 
To Ma'am Macauly, may repair, | 

She'll pay the charge unto a hair; 

Take notice, ſhe has my commiſſion, 

To add them in the next edition ; ; 

They may outſel] a better thing: 

30, holla boys; God fave the King. 


SS 
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The Toaſt of Fifty. 


UR hearts at fifty, Laura ſtill alarms ; 

Blooming till thirty, ſhe at fifty charms ;: 
While of the famous toaſts a younger train 
Have roſe to empire, and have ſet again. 


The oak thus thro' an age in pomp appears, 
And- boaſts its glories at an hundred years; 
While the gay gaudy flowers of a day, 
Quickly ſpring up,. and quickly fade away... 
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The Old Couette. 


RITHEE, old Ruga, paint give o'er, 
Thhoſe ribbands, and that youthful dreſs ; 
For theſe grey hairs betray fourſcore, 
And nature in decay confeſs. 


Theſe eye-brows, which, from mouſe you ſteal, . 


"Tis true, we, for their ſleekneſs, prize; 
But then, what they can ne'er conceal, 
We curſe the more, your rheumy eyes. 


This cheek is ſmooth, but ah! on that, 
The wrinkled paint betrays a cranny 3 , 

You look at once—I know not what, — 
This fide a venus—that; a granny. 


Your 


(- a7 1 


Your faults of age, we doubly fee, 

When them in vain, with art you'd mend; 
Seem old and ugly, as you be, | 

And, Ruga, faith you'd leſs offend. 
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To a Youns Lady, 
Too ſolicitous about her Manner of Expreſſion. 


URVEY, my fair! that lucid ſtream, 
Adown the ſmiling valley ſtray ; 
_ Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 
To regulate its winding way ? 


So pleas'd, I view thy ſhining air, 

In looſe diſhevePd ringlets flow; 
Not all thy art, not all thy care, 

Can there one ſingle grace beſtow. 


Survey again, that verdant hill, 
With native plants enamel'd o'er ; 
Say, can the painter's utmoſt fkill, 
Inſtruct one flower to pleaſe us more? 


As vain it were, with artful dye, 
Jo change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe ; 
And, oh may Laura, e're ſhe try, 
With freſh vermillion paint the roſe. 


Hark ! how the woodlark's tuneful throat, 
Can every ſtudy'd grace excell ; 
Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 


And will ſhe, Laura, pleaſe ſo well ? 
: | = Oh! 
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Oh ! ever keep thy native eaſe, 
By no pedantic law confip'd ; 

For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, = 
It Laura's words are not unkind, 


To a Lady playing upon a Lute. 
By Mr. WALLER. 
Qi moving ſounds, from ſuch a careleſs touch, 


So little ſhe concern'd, and we ſo much. 
The trembling iirings about her fingers croud ; 
And tell their joy, for every kiſs aloud, 
Small force there needs to make them tremble ſo ; 
Touch'd by that hand, who would not tremble too | ? 
Here love takes ſtand, and while ſhe charms the car, 
Empties his quiver on the liſt ning deer, 
Muſic ſo ſoftens and diſarms the mind. 
That not one arrow can reſiſtance find. 
Thus the fair tyrant celebrates the prize, 
And acts herſelf the triumph of her eyes. 
So Nero once, with harp in hand, ſurvey'd, 


His flaming Rome, and as it burnt, he play'd. 


e ecke wits da de de Becke debe. 2 


De  Curate' 5 | Complaint of ions Duty. 
Addres'd to his Maſter, Dr. SWIFT, 


March'd three miles thro' ſcorching ſand, 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand ; 
I rode four more, to great St. Mary, 
Ving four legs, when two were weary 3 


To 
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To three fair virgins, I did tye men, 
In the. cloſe bands of pleaſing hymen ; 
I dipp'd two babes in holy water, 
And purify'd their mothers after; 
Within an hour, and eke a half, 
I preach d three congregations deaf ; 
Which thund'ring out, with lungs long winded, 
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I chop'd ſo faſt, that few there minded ; 1 
My emblem, the all glorious ſun, . x 
Saw all theſe mighty labours done, 1 
*Ere his diurnal race was run; i 


All this perform'd by Robert Hewit; 
What mortal elſe, cou'd *ere go through it. 
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Mis and her MAGPYE. 
an EPIGRAM. il 
ISS Prim in her Mag, are exactly alike, | 
At the caſement all day both their images ſtrike; 14 


Mag, ſometimes friſks in, to ſurvey in the glaſs, 

His black and white beauties, and ſo does the laſs. 
This hams an old ballad, that chatters a train, 
"would puzzle the devil to know what they mean; 
Both idle, pert, vain ! how unhappy the life 

Of him, who ſhall take the Mag's miſtreſs to wife. 


Inſcription 
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Inſeription to the Memory of the Iate Lord 
CHAT HAM. 


ITH honeſty and active genius born, 

Thy nation, age, and ſpecies to adorn; 
Form'd, with reſiſtleſs eloquence to charm, 
And Britain's ſons with patriot ardour warm; 
With councils wiſe endu'd, the helm to guide, 
In ſenates triumph, and o'er camps precide ; 
Bid royal navies ſpread their awful wings, 
And commerce ſmiling, open all her ſprings; 
With toils of ſtate no longer, now oppreſt, 
Receive the manumiſſion of the bleſt ! 
Bright in thy riſing, bright in thy decline, 
Around thy name, unſullied glories ſhine; 
Thy fame eſtabliſh'd, nothing can betray, 
No war can ſhake, no peace can ſteal away. 


To Chloe, —By Lord Cheſterfield. 
HENEVER Chloe I begin, 


Your heart, like mine to move, 
You tell me of the crying fin, 
Of unchaſte lawleſs love. 


How can that paſſion be a fin 
Which gave to Chloe birth ? 

How can thoſe joys but be divine, 
Which makes a heav'n on earth ? 


Cm] 


To wed, mankind the prieſt trepann'd, 
By ſome {ly fallacy ; 

And diſobey'd God's great command, 
« Increaſe and multiply.” 


- ( 
You fay, that love's a crime, content; | 
Yet this allow you mult ; 1 


þ 
More joys in heav'n, if one repent, | 
Than over ninety juſt. | Az | 1 j 
Sin then, dear girl, for heav*n's ſake ! | 11 
Repent, and be forgiven; | # 1 
Bleſs me ! and by repentance make, | 14 
; 113 


A holiday in heaven. 
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A HYMN t GOD. 
i ele 


HILE oft from clime to clime I go, 
Ordain'd to travel to and fro? ; 
To be my guard by land ſea, | fl 
Who have I, who, my God, but thee ? | 1 
And let me boaſt this glorious aid, lik 
For, who preſerves like him that made ? 
What armour ſhields like his defence? 
What care doth equal providence ? 
When on the deep, I take my way, 
And round my bark, the billows play ; 
How ſhould I *ſcape the greedy wave, 
Wert thou not ready there to ſave ? 
How ſhould I climb yon ſummit's brow, 
And ſhun the yawning gulph below ? 
You, ; # F Wert 
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v ert thou not ſtill, my Saviour by, 

To fix my ſtep, ind point my eye; 

J turn me oft, the labour paſt; 

To view ſome ſcene, behind me, caſt ; 

An ALPS perhaps, OR APPENINE, 

And wonder ; but the work was thine ; 
By thee, my feeble ſtrength ſuſtains, 

The heighth of hills and length of plains ; 


 Þy thee, I track the mazy wood 
: 7 * , 


And ſmoothly peſs the rapid flood; 
If now, J urge my tedious courſe, 
"T1ll toil and daylight pall my force; 
Thine hand brings on the evening cloſe, 
And marks the! inn, for my repofe; ; 

Or, if I ſtart 'ere morning light, 

And now bewail the ling” ring night ; 

Thou bidſt the ſun his beams diſplay, 
And look the darkneſs into day ; 

In wilds, where ſtroll the ſavage brood, 

Or men, more ſavage, lurk for blood ; 

If thoſe I awe, or theſe decline, 

Tis by no art, nor power of mine; 

Here, flames of lighted ſulphur riſe, 

Here, ſudden deluges ſurprize ; | 
Here frequent earthquakes round me jarr, 
And, here I breathe in poiſon'd air; 

But don't I, every where advance, 

Thro' ambuſhes of death, and chance? 
Vet all things wait on thy decrec, | | 
And, death, and chance, are ruPd 2 thee; 
Thov'rt till my preſent help and ſtay, 
For, oh! thou can'ſt not be away 

I ſee thee, feel thee, all abroad, 

And, tho” 'tis nature acts, *tis God > 
Hail ! maker and preſerver, thou, 
Thou chief above! and chief below ! 
W hoſe mercies, no where, never fail; 
Hail ! maker and preſerver, hail !' 


J Receipt 
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A Receipt to form a Beauty: 
HEN Cupid did his grandſire jove intreat, 


To form ſome beauty by a new receipt 
Hove ſent and found far in a country ſcene, 
Truth, innocence, good nature, look ſerene ; 
From which ingredients firſt the dext'rous boy, 
Fick'd the demure, the aukard, and thecoy ; 
The graces from the court did next provide, 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride; 
Theſe, Venus cleans from ev'ry ſpurious grain, 
Ok nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain ;. 

ſove mix'd up all, with his beſt clay and cunning, 
Then call'd the happy ms GUNNING. 
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Wrote on the Window of a thatched Cit, 


TAY traveller, and tho? within, 
Nor gold, nor glitt'ring gems are feen, 
To ſtrike the raviſh'd eye; 
Yet enter, and thy well pleas'd mind, 
Beneath this humble roof ſhall find, 
What gold can never buy. 


Within this ſolitary cell, 
Calm thought, and ſweet contentment dwell, 
Parents of bliſs ſincere ; 
Peace ſpreads around, her balmy wings, 
And baniſh'd from the courts of Kings, 


Has hx'd her manſions here. 
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Addreſi'd to the late Earl of Cheſterfield, Augif 


| 71, 1703. 
By Edward Jerningham, Eſquire. 


ECLIN'D beneath thy ſhade BLACK HEAT 
From politics and ſtrife apart, 

His temples twin'd with laurel wreath, 

And virtues {miling at his heart. 


Will CHesTERFIELD the muſe allow, 
To break upon his {till retreat? 
| To view, if health ſtill ſmoothes his brow, 
j And prints his grove, with willing feet? 
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?T'was this awak'd the preſent theme, 
And bade it reach thy diſtant ear; 
Where, if no rays of genius beam, 
Sincerity, at leaſt, is there. 


May pale diſeaſe fly far aloof, | 

O'er venal dooms his flag diſplay ; 
And health beneath thy peaceful roof, 
1 Add luſtre to thine evening ray. 


| If this, my fervent wiſh be crown'd, 

| I'II dreſs with flowers hygiza's ſhrine ; 
Þ Nor' thou with wiſdom's chaplet bound, 
i At any abſent gift repine, 


What 


a 1 


What tho? thou doſt not grace a throne, 

| While ſubjects bend the ſupple knee; 
No other King the muſes own, 

And ſcience lifts her eye to thee. 


Tho deafneſs, by a doom ſevere, 

| Steals from thy ear the murm'ring rill ; 
And Philomel's delightful air; 

Ev'n doom not this a partial ill. 


f 
Ah! ifanew thine ear was ſtrung, 


Awake to ev'ry voice around; 
Thy praiſes by the many ſung, 
Would ſtun thee 51 the choral ſound. 


On the Death of a Particular Friend. 


S thoſe we love, decay, we dye in part, 
String after ſtring is ſever'd from the heart; 

Till looſen'd life, at laſt, but breathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he, who lateſt feels the blow, 
Whoſe eyes have wept oer every friend laid low; 
Dragg'd ling'ring on from partial death to death, 
Till, dying, all he can reſign, is breath. 


On the Evening, 


TE eaudy ſun had jult retir'd to reſt, 
And ſpread his purple mantle o'er the wally: 
The labcaring hinds, the wiſh'd for ſignal, view, 
Unyoke their ſteers, and bid the adieu; 
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Mild evening now with filent pace, ſerene, 
Breaths forth her od'rous ſweets o'er ev 'Ty green; 
While from the wood, the bird, who ſhuns the der 
Skims oer the verdant fields, in queſt of prey ; 
Now Philomel renews her mournful tale, 

In plaintive notes does her loſt young bewail ; 
The birds fit chirping on each tender ſpray, 
And ſportive lambkins now begin to play: 
With baſhful modeſty the bluſhing roſe, 
Shrinks up her filken arms in ſoft repoſe; 
In tears conceals her fragrant charms from view, 
And mourns thoſe beams from Whence her ſween 

ſhe drew ; 

While all around the ſmooth and dappled green, 
Beſpangled o o'er with pearly dew, is ſeen. 
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To FLORE L L A. 


HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd eyes reprove; 
And hide from them the only face, 
They can behold with love? 


To ſhun her ſcorn, and caſe my care, 
I ſeek a nymph more kind ; 

And while I rove from fair to fair, 
Still gentler uſage find. 


But oh ! how faint isev'ry joy, 
Where nature has no part ! 
New beauties may my eyes employ, 
But you engage my heart. 


80 


l 


So reſtleſs exiles, doom'd to roam, 
Meet pity every where; 

Yet languiſh for their native home, 
Though death attends them there, 
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On the Death of Voltaire. 


1 E HT heav'nly juſtice may be blind, 
| And tardy yet it flows; 
VoLTAIRE, who poiſon'd all mankind, 


His death to poiſon owes. 


—— 


seeks Eee octhoote oaks he hy 
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OW filence reigns, and ſolemn 1 ſpreads | 


O'er all the earth the gloomy veil of night; 
Guilt trembles, and is ſeis'd with ſudden dread, 
And waites, with horror, the return of light. 


Light will return but not to them return 
In whoſe dark ſouls, no ray of virtue ſhincs ; 
Not all the ſplendor of the ſprightly morn, - 
Can clear the miſt that clouds the guilty mind. 


Tho? faſhion throws a veil before their crimes, 
And guilt may paſs conceal'd in pleaſure's name 

Yet conſcience will be heard = remorſe at times, 
Will hold a mirrour that reveals their ſhame. 
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The law of God's engrav'd upon our hearts, 
Inſtinct—or reaſon—or ſome ray of light, 
Which ſacred wiſdom to the mind imparts, 

To teach us how to think, and act aright. 


Tho' conſcience from the breaſt awhile may ftray, 
She never totally gives up her reign ; | 
But ſoon, or late, the will reſume her ſway, 
And bring remorſe, and anguiſh in her train, 


But darkneſs has no horrors to the mind, 
Where virtue, and the fear of God does dwell ; 
Was chaos to return again, they'd find 
An inward light that wou'd its gloom diſpel. 


Tho? forked lightnings from the heavens dart, 
Or ver their heads ſhould awful thunder roll 
It wou'd not move the good and virtuous heart, 

Nor give one terror to the guiltleſs ſoul. 


An INVITATION, 
By the late Lord Chatham, at Mount Edgcomb. 
To DAVID GARRICK, Efquire. : 


EAVE, Garrick, the rich landſcape, proudly gay, 
Docks, forts, and navies brighten all the bay ; 
To my plain roof repair, primœval ſeat ! 
Yet there no wonders your quick eyes can meet; 
Save, ſhould you deem it wonderful to find, 
Ambition cur'd, and an unpaſſion'd mind ; 
. | | A ſtateſman 
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A ſtateſman without power, and without gall, 
Hating no courtiers, happier than them all; 
Bow'd to no yoke, nor crouching tor applauſe, | 
Vot'ry alone to freedom, and the laws; 

Herds, flocks, and ſmiling Ceres deck our plain, 
And, interſpers'd, an heart enliveing train _ 
Of ſportive children frolick o'er the green, 

While love looks on, and conſecrates the ſcene ; 
Come then, 1mmortal ſpirit of the ſtage, 

Great nature's proxy, glaſs of ev'ry age; 

Come taſte the ſimple life of patriarchs old, 


or gold. 


CO a a 0% 2.0 ..0% , a  n9% Of) 
55.298 is dt, l. os 3 33 ES * os * 3-3-3 25 xo * 5 £4 £5 


Mr, Garrick's Anſwer. 


"HEN Peleus' ſon, untaught to 3 

| Wrathful, forſook the hoſtile field; 
His breaſt ſtill warm with heav'nly fire, 
He tun'd the lay, and ſwept the lyre. 


- So CHATHAMu, whoſe exalted ſoul, 
Pervaded and inſpir'd the whole; 

Where, far by martial glory led, 
Britain her fails and banners ſpread, 
Retires, (tho' wiſdom's God diſſuades) 
And ſeeks repoſe in rural ſhades; 

Vet thither comes the God confeſs'd, 
Celeſtial form ! a well known gueſt. 


Nor flow he moves with ſolemn air, 
Nor on his brow hangs penſive care; 
Nor in his hand th* hiſtoric page, 


Gives leſſons to experienc d age, 


„ 


Who, rich in rural peace, ne'er thought of pomp 


(9 


As, when in vengeful ire he roſe, 
And plann'd the fate of Britain's foes ; 

While the wing'd hours obedient ſtand, 

And inſtant ſpeed the dread command. 


Chearful he came all blith and gay, 
Fair blooming like the ſon of May ; 
A harp by all the Muſes ſtrung 
Adown his radiant ſhoulder hung, 
Smiling he to his friend reſign'd 
This ſoother of the human mind. 
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The Longest Day. 


4 Sous ſun in bright meridian power, 
And glory, rides ſupreme ; - 


He triumphs in the noon-tide hour, 
And darts his ſultry beam. 


And now, his utmoſt height is gain'd, 
His utmoſt power is ſhown ; 

Splendid, till now, the God has reign'd, 
With influence all his own, 


Let mortals now, his paſſage view, 
And mark his fading light; 
Still to his fated circle true, 
He travels on till night. 


Thus riſes man to life's high noon, 
Impetuous, fearleſs, brave; 
But life's dull winter haſten's ſoon, 
And points the gloomy grave. 


„ 
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On his Majeſty King George the Third's State Coach. 


IELD, ye triumphal chariots, yield the prize 
Nor boaſt your ſeats, ye fabled deities !. 

Though call'd a coach, behold a palace move, 
Grander than any, ye can ſhew above z. — 
Ev'n Sol himſelf, ſuſpended on his way, „ 
Stoops to behold a brighter car of day; 
Dreads that another phaeton has driv'n, 
His blazing carriage thro' the road of heav'n; 
While Jove ſtill mindful of Promethean Neill, 
Fears, that his throne has left th* Olympian Hill ; 
Neptune, alarm'd to ſee the Tritons here, 
Thinks an uſurper of his ocean near; 
Mars, with ſurprize beholds the warlike car, 
And thinks he ſees a rival god of war; 
Well may they fear, united on his throne, 
To fee their ſeparate pow'rs in GzoRGs alone. 
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20-8 GENTLEMAN, b 
On his EPS ng ſeveral Debtors on his I edding Day. 


v pomp alone, or pageant ſtate ; 
By riot, and by walte ; 

Too oft, the nuptials of the great, 

Imprudently are grac'd. 


Your's: 


E 


Your's, worthy youth, more juſtly fam'd, 
By deeds divine, we lee ; 

Your bleſs'd captivity's proclaim'd, 
By ſetting captives free. 


On feeling the Earthquake at Liſbon, Nov. In, 1755. 
; \ | 7 HEN clouds drop fatneſs on the plains, | 
In mildly ſoft deſcending rains; Ito 
In their due ſeaſon harveſts ſmile, | | 
And plenty crowns the peaſant's toil ; 
As nothing rare, as nothing new, oF 
We take the bleſſing as our due. 2 
For, oh! proſperity's a lot, | 
At eaſe enjoy'd, with eaſe forgot ; 
In June's warm ſun, and April's ſhow'r, 
We trace not an Almighty pow'r ; 
Ingrates ! ſo light of heav'n we make, 
Nor think the hand that gives, can take; 
But, ah ! when threatning ſtorms ariſe, 
When thunders rattle thro? the ſkies ; 
When the tall mountain bows its head, 
And earthquakes vomit up the dead ; 
Then ſee, whole nations proſtrate fall, 
Before the mighty God of all ; 
J appeaſe his anger, now their care, 
Lo, allis faſting, ſighs, and prayer ; 
Till the dread ſtorm blown happ'ly o'er, 
They eat, drink, revel as before; 
Forget or ridicule the rod, 


And laugh to ſcorn, the fear ot God. 


Wl Ld 


An 


1 


An E pigram. Extempore. 


On reading  Madan's Thelypthoria, 


F John marries Suſan, and Suſan alone: 


1 ſhould John marry twelve ! O what brav ls and 
what ſcratches ! 


t can't be ONE match, —its a BUNDLE of matches. 


ee „ eee * * 


On Mr Bruſb's Marriage. 
Wrote. on a Window at Grantham, 


OW BRUSRH with Mrs Bausn, 
A Bruſh may take; 
And Bruſh her Bruſh 
And little Bus HES make. 


AAA tt Ae tt 


Rural Sports. 


N that bright ſeaſon when all nature's gay, 
And little warblers chorus in the May ; 
A roſeate bluſh the eaſt had overſpread, 
Phzbus juſt riſing was from Thetis' bed; 
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The match may be good, between Suſan & John; 
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When Lobbin Clout, with Damon trudg'd alone, 
With each his oaken ſtaff and ruſtic ſong ; 

Few ſ{wains like Damon, tun'd the doric reed, 
At wreſtling Lobbin did them all exceed ; 

No cares perpiex, but ſuch as love does bring, 
For beauty wounds alike the clown and king ; 
Brifſk Marian's form all Lobbin's ſoul poileſt, 
And Flora reign'd ſupreme in Damon's breaſt ; 
Each tufted tree bore witneſs of their flames, 
'The hills and vales re-echo back their names ; 
With eager ſteps, the daiſied lawns they ſtray, 
Nor can the bramble hedge, obſtruct their way; 
With annual glee, the village they explore, 

To deck the may-pole, as in days of yore ; 
Here ſprightly nymphs, in ruſſet mantle ſeen, 
With charms that far ſurpaſs the cyprian queen ; 
'The rural dance, the laugh and joke went round, 
While ev'ry lad, his laſs, with chaplets crown'd ; 
Thus ſylvan deities, in latian lands, 

Were worſhip'd by their prieſts in lowing bands; 
And thus the firſtlings of their flocks they led, 

In roſy wreaths, which at their altars bled ; _ 
But Britiſh ſwains ſuch cruel acts deteſt, 

While love and freedom humanize the breaft ; 
On curds and whey, at eve, they ileep ſupine, 
Nor envy Italy, its mantling wine ; 

Recal, O wandring muſe, thy humble ftrain, 
To ſing the mirth of happy Damon's plain; 
Where now the radiant chariot of the ſun, 


Had gain'd his noon-tide height, and weſt-ward run; 


Tir'd by the dance each nymph by ſhepherd led, 
Was gently plac'd beneath a beechen ſhade ; 

High, on the fragrant boughs their garlands hung, 
As proper emblems for the fair and young. ; 

That youth, like bloſſoms cropt, will ſoon decay, 
Nor, willall conquering time one moment ſtay; 
The ruddy apple that their grandſires ans 

With joy exhilarates each artleſs breaſt ; 


'Then 
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Then cottage wit inceſſant flies around, 

In ceaſeleſs clamours, not unlike the ſound 

Of ruſhing waters, which a haſty rain, 

Drives down the cliffs, and floods the diſtant plain; 
Or ſuch ſhrill clarion, Rome's preſervers make, 
When wily reynard iſſues thro? the brake; 

This day, their herds are left at large to ſtray, 

The churn ſtands uſeleſs, and the new ſhorn hay, 
No more their thoughts employ, while ev'ry tongue 
With direful tales of country terrors, rung; 
Recounts how wrinkled hag in yonder ſhade, 

With crooked pins infect the parſon's maid ; 

How headleſs horſes, ſimple ſwains affright, 

And horrid ſpectres haunt the church at night; 
When lo! a marching reg'ment's martial found; 
With ſudden fancies every heart ſurround ; 

Home ftrait they ſpeed, renew their yearly toil, 
Till May's ſweet verdure bleſs again our iſle. 
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On the Death of Mr. Pope. 
f REA T Anſon from the Spaniſh ſhore, 


| Had ſcarce convey'd his treaſure o'er, 
When death to make repriſals even 
Stole Britain's treaſure, Pope, to heaven. 


Oh ? cruel death, in league with Spain, 
Could wethy pity hope ; | 

We'd give thee millions back again, 

If thou'd return us Pope, 


To 


To ſome Young Ladies, who had been diſpleaſed at a 
Gentleman's too imprudently aſſerting, that to be 
condemned to perpetual Virginity was the greateſt 
Puniſhment could be inflicted on any of their Sex. 


By ALLAN RAMSAY. 


HETHER condemn'd to virgin ſtate 
By the ſuperior powers, 
Would to your ſex prove cruel fate, 
Pm ſure it would to ours. 


From you, the numerous nations ſpring, 
| Your breaſts our beings fave ; 
Your beauties make the youthful ſing, 
And ſooth the old and grave. 


Alas ! how ſoon would every wight, 
Deſpiſe both wit and arms; 

To primitive old Chaos night 
We'd ſink, without your charms. . 


No more our breath would be our care, . 
Were love, from us, exil'd ; 

Sent back to heav'n with all the fair, 
This world would turn a wild, 


Regardleſs of theſe ſacred ties, 
Wife, huſband, father, ſon ; - 
All government we ſhould deſpiſe, 
And like wild tygers run, 
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Then Ladies, pardon the miſtake, 
And with th' accus'd agree; 
I beg it. for each lover's ſake, 
Low bended on my knee : _ 


And frankly wiſh, what has been ſaid, 
. By the audacious youth, | 
Might be your thought; but I'm afraid, 
It will not prove a truth : | 


For, often, ah ! you make us groan, 
By your too cold diſdain, 
Then quarrel with us when we moan, 
And rave amidſt our pain. 
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_ Domeſtic Animals, 
** Eſop's book, a conſcious coxcomb's rage, 


| Some cent'ries ſince, tore one peculiar page 
From preſs to preſs, the mangled copy paſs'd, 

Each new edition ſtill tranſcrib'd the laſt ; 

Age after age confirm'd the long neglect, 

Till mere oblivion ſanctified defect; 

The fable loſt, no matter where or how, 

The muſe recover'd, and preſents you now. 

Or if her word, you ſcruple to admit, 

Pll ſhow the manuſcript, —if I think fit. 


When heav'n of old,—(twas thus the tale began, 
Sent forth her laſt beſt work, her fav'rite, man; 
Each brute, at once, with dread and wonder ſaw, 
A being form'd to give creation law; 

The ſhaggy lion, with regret, beheld, 
His own rude ſtrength, by manly ſenſe excell'd ; 


The 
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The fox, leſs ſtrong, tho' infinite 1 in art, 
Thought bulk and vigour, man's ſuperior part; 
In ſhort, all creatures found in him alone, 
Some happier power, that ſtill ſurpals' d their own ; 
His form, his aſpect, as each ſtood to view, 
Now here, now there, the growl of envy drew. 


Difſguſt, ſo gen'ral, different ſymptoms ſhow'd, 
In fiercer nature, ſcorn indignant glow'd ; 
Theſe, to wild woods, with ſullen rage retir'd, 
Averle to ſee, what ſeeing, they admir'd; 

While part, more docile, mimic ſkill addreſs'd, 
To catch the likeneſs, each imagin'd beſt ; 

Some habits, one ; ſome airs another got, 

Defect or excellence, no matter what. 

The dog obſerv'd, with what familiar grace, 
The civil purpoſe, mark'd the human face ; 
*Twas his, the civil purpoſe to prefer, 

And bo! a flatterer graſted on a cur. 

The pow'rof ſpeech, the parrot's wonder claim'd 
With rival voice, each object round, he nam'd; 
Sounds indiſcriminate, things right, things wrong, 
For ever vibrate on the blockhead's tongue; 

Oh! grand diſtinction from the vulgar herd, 

Sce man's worſt part re- echo'd by a bird. 


The ape with whimſical blen fii'd, 
Man's dextrous hand, and ready wit admir d; 
do apt amimic ſoon diſplay 'd his pow'rs, 
And apith Parts are taught to rival ours, 


The cat from man her great demeanour took, 
The meaſur'd ftalk, fix'd eye, and ſolemn look, 


Fate ſaw from theſe, to more the madneſs ſpread, 
She ſaw—and thus with indignation ſaid, 
Ves, ſervile throng, your purpoſe ſhall ſucceed, 
& Ye vile apoſtates from the lot decreed ; 


« The 
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“The ill-judg'd likeneſs, ye have ſought, retain, 


“ But ye ſhall live a mean domeſtic train; 

The ſlaves of him, with whom your folly vi'd, 

( Slaves of his wants, his pleaſures and his pride.“ 
Here ends the page, the moral do you ſeek, 
Vourſelves will think it, e'er my verſe can ſpeak ; 
Enough for ſenſe, like mine, the taſk to trace, 
Through long loſt records, the domeſtic race 3 

To tell what power fix'd man's eternal ſway, 

And bound interior natures to obey, 
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The Litth IWWijh. 


FARANT me Gods a little ſeat, 
Modern-built, and furniſh'd neat ; 

Let it ſtand on riſing ground, 

For a proſpect all around; 

Call the manſion Belvidere ; 

And let from thence, as cryſtal clear. 
 Alittle rill meandring flow, 

Thro' the verdant vale below. 


Add a little garden tot, | 

Planted, wall'd, and well laid out; 

And a little bower therein, 

(Little bower, ever green !) 

And a little ſhady grove, 

Or for ſtudy, or for love ; 

And ſome little trees that bear 

Pippin, cherry, plum, and pear ; 

And the apricot, and peach ; 

Oa the wall within my reach , 


And 
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And each fragrant flower that blowss. 
(Fragrant flower, for the nole !) 
And theroſe, in all its pride, 
(Blooming roſe, for blooming bride 2 
Tulips too in richeſt ſhew, 
(Tulips gay, as birth-night beau. ay 


Now, within, let us inquire, 
Sec what more we do delire, 


Grant, ye n a little wine, 
For a gueſt, that comes to dine; 
And a ſtock of mild and ſtale, 
Honeſt neighbours to regale: 

And October, ſtrong and mellow, 
Tubes and weed, for hearty fellow; 
Theſe, in Windle's moulds compreſt, 
That, of Brocus, very beſt ; „ 
Cordials too, in cupboard be, 
Rum, arrack, and ratifia; 

Now and then, a little cup, 

Serves to keep the ſpirits up. 


As a Gorda give me horſes, 


Some for chace, and ſome for courſes: 


And a pack of little hounds, | 
To drive Reynard o'er the grounds. 


Grant for theſe, a fit eſtate, 
Not too little, nor too great, 


But if aſk again I ſhall, 
I will aſk forall in all. 


Give a pretty little ſpouſe, 
To adorn my little -houte ; 
Let her have complexion fair, 
Sparkling eyes, and auburn hair; 


Skin 
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Skin as white as neck of ſwan, 

Smooth as down, that grows thereon; 

Smiling looks, and ruby lips, 

Waiſt that tapers ts her hips 

And, fine arms, that eaſy fall, 

And, ſoft hands, and fingers ſmall ; 
_ SkilPd to touch the warbling ſtrings, 

When her lays, or mine, fhe ſings; 

Let her frank and pleaſant be, 

To my friend, as well as me; 

And with wit and beauty's charms ; 

Glad my heart, and bleſs my arms ; 

O!] the joys of ſuch a life! 

To be bleſt with ſuch a wife! 

Be the produce of our joys, 

Little girls, and little boys. 


Grant but theſe ; ; may I be poor, 
When I aſk — a little more! 
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Elegy on a Humming Bird. 
Wrote in a Flower Garden, 


Humming bird, by nature led, 
On nature's bounteous honey fed ; 

In every flower beheld a feaſt, 

And ev'ry ſip, her charms encreas'd; 
Her plumage, various, gaudy, bright, 
Surpaſs'd Aurora's radiant light; 

Tho! burniſn'd oer with golden rays, 
As dreſt in Arioſto's lays ; 

Oh ! had you ſeen her glowing breaſt, 
Which ev'ry tint by turns expreſt; 

Succeeding 
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Succeeding tints, the paſt renewing, 
You'd wiſh'd to be for ever viewing; 
But ſweet inconſtant ! ſhe wou'd fly 
From flow'r to flow'r, and fail the eye; 
Each motion giving ſomething new, 

No ſooner. ſeen, than vaniſh'd too; 
One morn, on murm'ring wing ſuſpended, 
She, to thoſe well known pinks deſcended ; 
Here, hung a moment, ſip'd the dew, 
And, elſewhere, gayly wanton flew; 
Her little crimſon pinions play'd, 

As thro? th' enamel'd plain ſhe ftray'd ; 
By every fragrant flow'r invited, 

Which, to delight her, ſeem'd delighted ; 
I ſaw hes. 7 in an evil hour, 

Approach a deep mouth'd trumpet flow'r; 
Within whole fatal tube, ah me! 

With mortal dagger, lurk'd a bee; 
Deceitful weed ! for ever may 

Thy filthy flower avoid the day ; 

Thy nauſeous odours taint the morn, 
Thyſelf, the dire peruvian thorn ! | 
May you compell' d, pernicious bees! 
Supply your murm'ring hives with theſe ; 
By day reſtrain your buſy flight, 
Chadema'd to labour in the night ; 
Within his breaſt ſecure of harm, 

The feather'd venus rais'd alarm; 
Enrag'd the little jealous thing, 

And in her neck, he plung'd his ſting ; 
Say, has thou ſeen a courler ſtart 

An arrow fiy—the lightning dart ?— 
Far ſwifter, wrung with raging pain, 
The beauty cleft the airy plain ; 

In vigour, like the taper's light, 

Which blazes fierce and all is night ; 

Her courſe unſteady, high and low, 

Too well explain'd her inward woe ; 


Her 
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E 
Her ſtrength decreaſing, and her ſpeed, 


Her feeble wings refuiing aid; | 
Her tender frame, with fevers burn'd, 

Her little brain, to frenzy turn'd, 
The charm of nature, and the pride, 
In many circles, funk, and died. 


Her pureſt nectar erſt ſhe drew, 
From hence, here lie her beauties too; 
Where never flow'r the wandring eye, 
Hath fince rejoic'd (all bards will lie) 


„ 'The ways of pleaſure promiſe fair, 
<_ But miſchief oft conceal'd lies there.” 
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The Picture of Slander. 


HAT mortal but ſlander, that ſerpent, hath 
ao ſtung, 

| Whoſe teeth are ſharp arrows, a razor, her tongue? 
The poiſon of aſps, her vivid lip loads, 

The rattle of ſnakes, with the ſpittle of toads ; 

Her throat is an open ſepulchre, her legs 

| Set hatching of vipers, and cockatrice eggs; 

| Her ſting is a ſcorpion's, like hyena, ſhe'll cry, 

With the ear of an adder, a baſiliſk's eye; 

| The mouth of a monkey; the hug of a bear, 

The head of a parrot, the chat of a hare ; 

The wing of a magpye, the ſnout of a hog, 

The feet of a mole, and the tail of a dog ; 

Her claw is a tyger's, her forehead is braſs, 


With the hiſs of a gooſe, and the bray of an aſs. 


5 Epitaph 


Serenely calm, in hope reſign'd her breath, 
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Epitaph at St, Toes. 
Hrn lep s beneath this humble pile of earth, 


The dal relicks of tranicendent worth 
In virtue's and religion's paths ſhe trod, 
And drew the model of her life from God : 


And found her greateit, kindeſt friend in death, 1 | 
| V 

T 
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Advice to a young Clergyman. N 

f to preferment's height, you wiſh to climb, = A 
Rightly, your applications, learn in time; Py 

Be bold, with winning arts, the great beſiege, Ti 
And fatter thoſe who can Four hopes oblige ; In 
So ſhall you gain the honours of the gown, _ B 
Prebends and ſine cures, ſhall be your own ; Be 
Or if propitious fortune wait your vows, W. 
The radiant mitre ſhall infold your brows, * 
0 


But learn one dangerous quickſand to avoid, 
The ſhoal, on which have thouſands been deftroy d; Le. 
Drive love for ever from your guarded breaſt, 


That foe to human happineſs and reſt; WI 
Suppreſs his firſt emotions with diſdain, Int 
For if you once admit him, he will reign ; . WI 
And then, too late you'll find promotion fly, To 
You'll, in ſome country cure, obſcurely die; Or. 
Attend to truth. in every age you'll ſind, But 
This paſſion ſtill the bane that damps the mind ; * 

0 


Then warn'd, beware, and keep your heart, your own, 
Love and ambition never ſhar'd a throne,” 


Of 


„ 
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To nn T R © 0 SS 
- Newly Married. 


T laſt, dear Jack, I hear, a mate 
You've choſe, who'll crown the nuptial ſtate 
IWith all the charms that e'er combin'd 
To make man bleſt in woman kind ; 
Then ne'er aſſume a tyrants pow'r, 
To blaſt, of mutual bliſs, the flow'r ; 
But act a tender huſband's part, 
To baniſh ſorrow from her heart ; 
When honour bids, I know you can 
Put on the armour of a man 
Then do, my friend, and ne'er be ſeen, 
In any thing that's baſe or mean; 
Bout trifles, never hold debate; 
Believe me, things of greater weight, 
Will daily claim your utmoſt care, 
Beſides diſputing with your dear; 
Should fickle fortune prove unkind, | 
Let chearful thoughts compoſe your mind; 
Be patient, and rely on him, 
Who cauſes man to ſink or ſwim, 
In the ſtupendious gulph of fate, | 
Where all are floating, ſmall and great, 
Toeaſe thee of thy heavy chain, 
Or ſoothe the anguiſh of thy pain; 
But ſhould the caſe prove otherwiſe, 
Should peace and plenty deign to riſe, 
7 Should fortune on thee caſt a ſmile, 
Let novain hopes thy heart beguile ; 
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With pride thy perſon never arm, 


Nor think thyſelf ſecure from harm; 


For know, that none was &er ſo great, 
To brave the adverſe frowns of fate; 

Some griefs occurr'd to let them know, 
No pomp's above the Teach of woe; 
Should providence propitious be, 

And bleſs thee with poſterity; 

In virtue's paths, to guide them, try, 
And mark them with a watchful eye; 
By good examples, teach them how, 
Their minds, with candour, to endo-w; 
In all things act the man of ſenſe, 

And great ſhall be thy recompence; 
Thus do, and you'll ſuch honour gain, 
As prejudice can never ſtain; 

For ſpite, and malice ſhall expire, 

And envy to her ſeat retire ; 

That fame may ſing in future page, 
He liv'd the wonder of his age.“ 


D απποονπ Y DOD 


On a covetous Old PARSON. 


_« FARIES ſpintext, in ſpleen this public donation, 
1 Methinks ſavours much of vain oftentation ; 
G—d bleſs me, five pounds, why the ſum is immenſe, 
And for pity, mere pity ! tis ſhew and pretence ; 

When I do an alms, fame's trumpet ne'er blows, 
What my right hand is doing, my left never knows ; 
All my gifts I beſtow in ſo private a way, | 
That, when, how, or where, no mortal can fay ;” 
Spintext, it is true, has ſuch art to conceal *em, 
That his pariſh ne'er ſee, nor the poor never feel 'em 

_ And thus hemakes ſure, that none ſhall reveal ne” 
g * . | 4 
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| On Modern Comedies. 
' CHAKESPEARE and Johnſon, with the learned 


corps, 
Of poets eee in days of yore; 

From nature drew their characters, like fools ; 
Our modern play-wrights follow no ſuch rules: 
Pictures from life they ſcorn to let you ſee, 

Not nature - but what nature ought to be. 

Your low-liv'd humour, wit, and ſuch poor ſtuff, 
In times of ignorance, did well enough; 

In this refin'd, this novel-reading age, 

They've baniſh'd all ſuch nonſenſe from the ſtage ; 
No wonder play-wrights ſwarm in theſe bleſt days, 
Sermons, they find, are eaſier made than plays. 
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The Sportſman's Invitation.” 


ARK ! the clarion horn, away, 
| Tells the near approach of day ; 

Drowſy ſluggards, quit your beds, 
Seek the path which vigour treads; 
Lay your avarice aſide, 

Shake of ſlumbers, quit your bride ; 
Scar each haggard thought to reſt, _ 
Sportſmen here are truly bleſt; | 
Now the jolly hunting ſong, 


Echoes ſhrill, and echoes long ; 
G 2 . 


Hark to Reynard, ſee him fly, 
Hear the dog's harmonious cry; 
View the morn in rich array, 
% Oer the hills, and far away ;” 
Mind not what the old man ſays, 
Hard it is to gain his praiſe ; 
He lov'd ſporting, whenin youth ; 
He loves railing, now, forſooth ; 
Dogs are ſurly, when they're old ; 
Fear no wife, but ſhun a ſcold ; 
Who ſo buxom, gay as we? 
Let them doſe, that will not ſee ; 
We enjoy the moſt of life, 
Void of pain, and void of ſtrife ; 
If you'd live, and be like us, 
_ Uſe your idle moments thus; 
Laugh at fortune, laugh at fears, 
Thence will ſpring your happy years. 
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The E Fa 


O ſay what wond'rous ſkill, what happy care, 
Taught the bold EYE the blaze of day to bear, 
Through fluid ſpace with piercing ken to fly, | 

To meaſure earth, and comprehend the ſky, 
Is but to tell, what every moment ſhows, c 


That heav'n, no bounds in pow'r or bounty knows, 
All-mighty when it works, all good when it beſtows. 
This homage paid, forgive the vagrant muſe, 
If, for her theme, ſome lighter dreſs ſhe chooſe; 
And, cloth'd in ſportive fancy's wanton guiſe, 


More trivial thoughts, from humbler hints ariſe. 
| When 


— 


„ „ 
When vulgar gentry gather to a croud, 
Some, all intent, ſome joſtling, and ſome loud 
You aſk the cauſe and wait for a reply ; 
Tis ten to one they anſwer — ASK MY EYE. 


You call this rude ; but call it what you will, 
Rude as it is, there's meaning in it ſtill. 


Lucius ſhall prove it ; Lucius looks you through, 
Yet ſeems to look at every thing but you; 
Is he inſidious, mean, malignant fly, 
What ſays the vulgar maxim? — Ask MY EYE. 


When pert Corrina darts from place to place, 
Sinks, with laborious eaſe, from grace to grace; 
Or calls forth glance by glance, or charm by charm ; 
Does ſhe deſign our boſoms to alarm ? 
Does ſhe conclude that all who gaze muſt die ? 
Does pride inſpire her purpoſe ?— Ask HER EYE. 


When the great ſcholar, ſlow, preciſe, and ſour, 
Mere human clockwork, ſpeaks: one word an hour; 
Does his grave filence, modeſty imply ? 
Or is it ſcorn's dumb language? — Ask HIS EYE. 


The flatterer ſwears he lives upon your ſmile, 
Calls himſelf Yours, and makes you his, the while; 
Say, would you know, if what he ſpeaks, he feels, 
His EYE will tell you what his heart conceals. 


The miſer's heir bedecks the funeral ſhow, 
With all the ſad formalities of woe; 
Behind the corpſe, himſelf a mourner creeps, 
But is it grief or 1s it joy that weeps ? 
Conſult his EYE, *twill then perhaps appear, 
That hopes and pleaſures ſwim in ev'ry tear. 


Twere endleſs work to prove that thro* mankind,. 
The ſpeaking EYE explains the ſecret mind; 
Wou'd you the bad detect, the good deſcry, 
Its wiſe and virtuous toil, examine try, 
Aſk where you will? but never miſs the EYE, 
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In Praiſe of Mirth, 


ET others, anxious for a laſting name, 
Bow dewn ſabmiſhve at the gate of fame ; 

Immortal wreaths beſeech her to entwine, 
And make their future memories divine; 
What boots the bubble praiſe that tame can give, 
That praiſe unheard, when they no longer live 
As to myſelf when I reſign my breath, 
And lie extended in the houſe of death ; 
I value not what friend (if friend I have) 
What fading flowers may idly dreſs my grave; 
Or who a- while may quote my trifling lays, 
And kindly give ſome little ſhare of praiſe; 
So little fond of what the world calls fame, 
As dies my body, ſo let die my name; 
Mean while, each briſk emotion, as I feel; 
Pl play with mirth, and trip up ſorrow's heel ; 
Sure, ſome blithe ſpirit ſmil'd upon my birth; 
For ſince I rambled on this ſpeck of earth, 
Pve lov'd to laugh, tho? care ſtood frowning by, 
And pale misfortune roll'd her meagre eye. 


Whilſt eaſy conſcience builds her eaſy neſt, 
Within my boſom, and fits there at reſt, 
Why not indulge the ſallies of my ſoul ? 
Why ſtop the tides of pleaſure as they roll? 

Shall peeviſh veterans of rigid mould, 
Who think all wiſdom center'd in the old, 
Shall ſuch, (tho' aged merit I revere) 
Blockade my fancy in its bold career? 

No ;—light of heart, as long as health remains, 
| | And guides her puppet ſpirits thro* my veins ; 
1 Thro' life's thick buſtle I will edge my way, 


4 And j join the ny chorus of the woe ; 
| | Tho? 
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Tho' ſhort liv'd wit ſhould ridicule my name, 
And ſtrive to brand me with the mark of ſhame ; 
Tho? fools, (who form no judgment of their own,) 
Whom nature never meant to think alone ; 

Who deal out praiſe, at random, or condemn, * 
(Or right or wrong, 'tis all the ſame to them,) 
Tho? ſuch infalt me, calmly ſhall I fir, 

And grin at folly, as I grin at wit. 


With juſt ſo much religion in my heart, 
As will, I truſt, fecure my deathleſs part; 
With pure contentment ever in my ſight 
That makes the weight of poverty ſeem light; 
With two ſuch friends, ye grave ones, tell me why? 
Tell me, in ſober ſadneſs, ſhould I cry ? 


5 4 
Dr 
On P RU DEN CE. 


N human breaſts, we various paſſions find; 
To regulate them, is an act of mind; 

From conſtitution, vice and virtue riſe ; 

But pRUDENCE marks the fooliſh from the wiſe. 
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Seßptennial Diviſion of Time. 


FEE szven firſt years of life, man's break of day, 

Gleams of ſhort ſenſe, a dawn of thought diſplay; 

When rOURTEEN ſprings have bloom'd his downy 
cheek, - | | 


His ſoft and'baſhful meanings, learn to ſpeak ; 
G 4 . 


5 


From TWENTY ONE, proud manhood takes its date; 
Yet is not ſtrength compleat till TwenTY E1GHT ; 
Thence, to his Five and THIRTIETH, life's gay fire 
Sparkles, burns bright, and flames in fierce deſire ; 
At FORTY Two, his eyes grave wiſdom wear, 
And the dark future dims him o'er with care ; | 
With rFoRTY NINE, behold his toils increaſe, l « 
And buſy hopes and fears, diſturb his peace ; | 

At FIFTY sIx, cool reaſon reigns intire, | 

Then life burns ſteady, and with temp'rate fire; 66 
But $1xTY THREE unbends the body's ſtrength, 
*Ere the unweary'd mind has run her length ; 
And when from s EVENT, age ſurveys her laſt, 


Tir'd, ſhe ſtops ſhort, and wiſhes all were paſt. 


Shakeſpear in the Shades. 


| S SHAKESPEARE rang'd over the regions below, 
With muſes attending his fide ; 

The firſt of his critics he met with, was Row, 
Tho' to keep out of ſight he had try'd. 


„How comes it, friend NicuorL as,” ſaid the old bard, 
While Nick was preparing a ſpeech ; 
% My ruins ſo coarſely by you were repair'd, 
Who graces to graces could teach. 


Had the time you employ'd, when the * BIT ER 
„„ | | 
ns So hiſs'd by the critical throng ; 
« Been ſpent upon mending the holes in my coat 
% had not been ragged fo long.” 
25 _ Rows 
Comedy by Rowe, | 


n 


Row E bluſh'd, and made way for diminitive PopE, 
Whom Shakeſpeare addreſs'd with a frown ;. 

And ſaid, © ſome apology, ſure, I may hope, | 
From you, and your friend in * GOWN. 


Had the murtb'rous knife, which my plays has 
: « deſtroyd 
« By lopping full many a ſcene ; 
« To make you a lover like him been employ? 2 
« How flat Cibber's letter had been.“ 


porz ſneak'd of confounded, and HAN MER drew near, 
Whoſe ſoftneſs a ſavage might melt ; 

90 Shakeſpeare ſaid only, Sir Thomas, I fear, 
With gloves on my beauties you felt.“ 


Supported by CaxTon, by Winn upheld, 
Next TIBBAL D crept forward to fight; _ 

Is this,” quoth the poet, © the thing that rebell d, 
And dar'd, even Pork, to the ** of 


* To kennel, good Tis, for a time will arrive, . 
« When all in their ſenſes ſhall know, 

e That half of your conſequence, TIB, you derive, . 
6 From the laſh of ſo envied a foe.” 


« Eight a ald lens,” thou declarſt thou haſt, 
Ss * 

« How cou'dlt thou the public ſo cozen ? 

© Yet the traces, I ſee, ſpite of what thou haſt ſaid, 

8 Of not many more than a dozen.“ 


e If all thou hadſt dug, how cou'd FARMER ,my Ti B, 
Or STEEveNs find gold in the mine? 
« Thy trade of Attorney, . ſure taught thee to fib, , 
And truth was no client of thine,” 
G 5 « And 


* Warburton. 


(154 ) 
% And yet, to appeaſe me, for all thou haft dore, 
« And ſhew thou art truly my friend ; 


« Go watch, and to me with intelligence run, 
« When Jonxsox and CapzL deſcend.” 


« For JohxSON, with all his miſtakes I muſt love, 
« Even love, from the injur'd, he gains; 
« But Cayxr, a com'rade for dulneſs, will prove, 


And him, thou mayſt take for thy pains. 


NK 


CITY SFLENDOR. 
A Town Eclogue. 
Mr. WEALTHY. 


ELL ! now my dear, beloved wife, 
We muſt extend our plan of life; 
How will our country couſins ſtare, 

To ſee me ſoon a great Logp May's ? 


Mrs. WE ALT HE V. 


The rich ſtate coach you will not grace, 
Adorn'd by chaplain, ſword, and mace ; 

As for myſelf, the golden chain, 

I muſt confeſs, will make me vain ; 

And then, how much ſhall be delighted, 

When by his Majeſty you're knighted ! 

Adieu now to my on & horſe chair, 

F11 have a coach to take the air; 

With ſpeed we'll quit vile Wormwood ftreet, 

And decorate our country ſeat ; 

The houſe muſt be entirely furniſh'd, 

And all the glaſles gilt and burniſh'd. 

| Mr. WEALTHY. 


( »ss ) 
Mr. WEALTHY. 


Figures I'll buy, to grace the nitches, 
And make canals of all the ditches : 
Which, ſtor'd with various kinds of fiſh, 
On Sundays may afford a diſh, 

The Sheriffs richly to regale, 

With poultry, beef, and Yorkſhire ale ; 
Thus much I promiſe all my party, 

An Engliſh welcome, rough, and hearty, 


Mrs. WEALTHY. 


Indeed, my dear! you ſhock my ſight ; 

I fear you'l never grow polite ; 

I, to be ſure was born an heireſs, 

And fit to be a Lady May' reſs; 

But as for you. with all your riches, 

Vou wear ſuch dirty leather- breeches; 

And ſuch a frightful ſhabby wig, 

It looks like briſtles of a pig; 

Your day-book, and your ledger ſeem, 

To be your moſt engaging theme; 
What need ſo often to repeat, : 
Your expectations of the fleet ! 

And then, you talk ſo much of trade, 
Boaſting your debts are punctually paid; 
Which is not now, at all, the faſhion, 


Mr. WEALTHY. 
You really put me in a paſſion; 
Politeneſs is an empty name; 


On riches I depend for fame. 


Mrs. WEALTHY. 


With all your mighty boaſted wealth, —_ 
L hate- 


You neither taſte of peace or health ; 


| ( 156 ) 


I hate extravagance and waſte, 

Yet like things in the modern taſte ; 
Your father's meanneſs you inherit, 
And have no proper pride or ſpirit z 
When at the manſion houſe I live, 
Such entertainments I will give, 
And ſuch a Lord May'rs feaſt, and ball, 
As ſhall delight the crouded hall ; 
No barbers, clowns, or paltry fingers, 
Or pick pockets with nimble fingers, 
But people of the firſt degree, 

Shall form the brilliant company. 


Mr. WEALTHY. 


We muſt not break eſtabliſh'd rules, 
To baniſh knaves, - poltroons, or fools ; 
The Aldermen muſt hold their place, 
And ſerve the cavalcade to grace; 

By help of whom, the Lord May'rs day, 
Will city conſequence diſplay ; | 
The Common Council are invited, 

And all their families delighted ; 

Our barges are extremely fine, 

Bleſs me ! what plenty, when we dine ; 
The liquor like a mighty ocean, 

Affords an inexhauſtleſs potion ; 

Of which, we quaff like eager fiſh, 

Like cormorants, attack each diſh ; 
Tranſported by our happy fare, 

Talk politics, eat, drink, and ſwear. 


Mrs, WEALTHY. 


I hate theſe kind of brutal feaſts, 
Leſs fit for men then ſavage beaſts ; 
Below the brute creation ſunk, 


When by intemperance they're drunk. 
Mr, WEALTHY. 
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I muſt confeſs, tis very wrong, 
Thoſe faults to citizens belong; 

We glory in our cent per cent, 
On profit always much intent; 
And laugh at vain ideal ſchemes, 
Fictitious fancies, idle dreams; 
Chimeras of the ton, and taſte, 
And ſpendthrifts fortunes ſoon laid waſte; 
Marking the fall and riſe of ſtocks, 
We keep our deeds in iron box. 
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Mrs. WEALTHY. 


Pray when ſhall Juliet come from France ? 
On Eaſter Monday, how ſhe'll dance! 

I think, my dear, we'll fetch her over, 
Or meet her when ſhe comes to Dover ; 

Her education 1s complete, 

And for her height, tis near ſix feet, 


Mr WEALTHY. 
How much of all her charms you boaſt !_ 
Mrs. WEALTHY. 


JI can engage ſhe'll be a toaſt. 

Juliet is quite her mother's daughter, 

And will occaſion deſperate ſlaughter ; 

For, as you know, when I was young, 

My beauty did not paſs unſung ; 

I always made a mighty ſhew, 

And hop'd to gain an Earl, or beau; 
But after all my care, and pains, 

My father ſought ſubſtantial gains ; 

And threaten'd his ſevere diſpleaſure, 

If I refus'd. your Worlhip's treaſure ; 


Thus 


n 
— 
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Thus, in the prime, and pride of life, 


I was compell'd to be your wife; 

Nor ſhould I murmur at my lot, 

If you, your vulgar ways, forgot. 

And was for magiſtracy fit, 

With grace and dignity to fit; 

I cannot but, my dear, declare, 

That now I wiſh, you wore your hair; 
Your aukard taylor has no taſte, 

Your clothes muſt be ſuperbly lac'd ; 
Yet, after all, you'll look ſo rough, 


To my rich gems, and filver ſtuff ; 


Methinks, I ſee the ſervants waite, 

To follow us to court in ſtate ; 

King of the city ! what a ſound ! 

Myſelf the Queen ! my head turns round ! 
My daughter too, the Princeſs Royal ! 

I hope our ſubjects will be loyal ; 

Inliſt in freedom's glorious cauſe ; _ 

The ſureſt means to gain applauſe. 


Mr. WEALTHY. 


Of caſh, I have ſuch wondrous plenty, 
That Earls or Dukes, Fd purchaſe twenty; 
And therefore have no cauſe to ſpare. 
My riches to exalt my heir, 

So that J am reſolv'd to ſpend, 

My money with a cheerful friend; 

At Newington I mean. to build 

A drawing room with pictures filPd ; 
Then PI pull down that odious paling, 


And have ſome neat made Chineſe railing ; 


That we may ſee the road with eaſe, 
Which all our viſitors will pleaſe ; 
Upon our ſpacious rural lawn, _ 


We'll keep ſome ſheep, and feed the fawn ; 


Some able workman ſhall repair, 


The ruins and the root-houſe chair; 
| _ | I have 
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J have my eye on farmer Craddock, 

To buy his fields to make a paddock ; 

How very great a paddock ſounds ! 

Well ſtor'd with deer, and flocks, and hounds ! 
When I have gain'd ſufficient treaſure, 

I then will be a man of pleaſure ; 

Build, and rebuild, plant, and lay waſte, 

| Agrecable to rules of taſte ; / 

The country air will make me healthy, 

And who ſo great as Sir JOHN WEALTHY, 


e S207 ne 


Epitaph on a Young Lady. 


| Com are thoſe eyes, that beam'd ſeraphic fire, 
Cold is that breaſt, which gave the world deſire; 

Mute is the voice, where winning ſoftneſs warm'd ; 

Where muſic melted, and where wiſdom charm'd ; 

And lively wit, which, decently confin'd, 

No prude, &er thought i impure, no friend, unkind. 


Could modeſt knowledge, fair, untrifling youth, 
Perſwaſive reaſon, and endearing truth; 
Could honour, ſhown in friendſhips, moſt refin'd ; 
And ſenſe, that ſhields th? attempted, virtuous mind ; 
The ſocial temper, never known to ſtrife; 
The height'ning graces, that embelliſh life ; 
Could theſe have e'er the darts of death defy'd, 
Never—ah ! never had CassanDRa dy'd! 
Nor can ſhe die—e'en now ſurvives her name, 


Immortaliz d, by friendſhip, love, and fame. 
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. S% Lover. | & 


ET my FAIR ONE only be, 

Female ſex, and ſhe's for me : 
I can love her, fair or brown, 
Of the country, or the town : 
I can love her, rich or poor ; 
Or her wealth, or face adore : 
Be ſhe dull, or be ſhe gay, 
Haunting church, or haunting play, 
I her piety admire, 
Or her briſk coquetting fire: 
I, an equal flame can find, 
F. or the coy, or coming * 3 
If kind, it would ungenerous be, 
Not to love HER, that loves ME ;. 
If coy, it would injuſtice prove, 
So much virtue not to love; 
Be ſhe fickle, ſo am I, 
Each w1ll have their liberty ; ; 
Should ſhe be a conſtant dame, 

It will ſhew how zrue her flame; 
Be ſhe tall, I like her mein, 
Stalking nobly like a Queen; 
But if a little tiny thing, 

Like fairy friſking 1n a ring, 
Wiſdom it has been confeſs'd, 
Of evils all, to chuſe the leaſt ;. 
Let the fair one only be, 

F emale ſex, and ſhe's for me. 


She, who cannot credit give, 
Such a lover e'er can live, 


Tell 


0 
| Tell it to the avord "ring fair, 
I this moment, figh for her ; 
Sigh for her - who eer ſne be, 
If woman — that's enough for me. 


. 


1 


| LD time, alas! with ſtealing pace, 
Now changes nature's blooming face ; 
No more, the beauties of the ſpring 
Delight; no more the warblers ſing; _, 
No more, the roſes deck the ground ; 
No more, is rural pleaſure found; 
The breeze that fans the ruſtling glade, 
The woodbine bow'r, the poplar ſhade, 
And fragrant ſweets ariſing there, 
That wide perfum'd the ambient air; 
Are baniſh'd all; and all that's gay, 
Stern winter now has ſwept away; 
The verdant grove where oft I've ſtray'd, 
The matted graſs whereon Pve laid, 
The rill, which purl'd ſo clear before, 
Congeal'd in ice, delights no more; 
Phæbus, the glory of the ſkies, 
Who bids the meads, and flowers riſe, 
Deſerts us now, as if afraid, | 
To view the change that winter's made; 
While he maintains his rigid reign 
*PROGNE deſerts the cheerful plain% 
To ſouthern realms remote ſhe flies, 
To more auſpicious warmer ſkies ; 
Whilſt we are left behind to bear, 
Th unwholeſome rigour of the air; 


*The Swallow, 
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Then ſay, and is there nought to find, 
To warm the man, to ſooth the mind ? 
The grape remains—fill, fill the bowl, 
This ſtill can animate the ſoul. . | o 
Juſt emblem of our ſtation here, 
Appears each circulating year; 

Man ſurely reaps the ſeed he ſows, 

And error's ſown where error grows ; 
Then learn the. ſpring of life t'improve, 
And ev'ry noxious weed remove ; 

Sow nought but ſeeds of prudence there, 
And theſe will well repair thy care ; 
Thus winter's ſelf ſhall prove a ſpring, 
And Boreas blaſts new pleaſures bring. 
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On a Pipe of Tobacco. 


EXTEMPORE. 


HR O' worthleſs tube of brittle clay, 

Will ſome ſerious thoughts convey ; Ah 

My native frailty here I trace, 
A perfect type of human race; | 


Exotic is the noiſome plant, Ad 
Exotic all, for which I pant ; 
With ſickning fumes the air I choke ; Ts An 
What's worldly grandeur, but a ſmoke ! 


The quick'ning whiffs declare the ſtrife, 
Of thoſe who gaip for parting life ; 
The heap of duſt that's left behind, 
Diſplays the fate of all mankind, 
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On the Death of Samuel Forte, E ſquire. 


OURN, now, ye ſpirits, who delight in mirth, 
In yonder tomb your patron breathleſs lies; 
| The ſoul of wit, that gave your laughter birth, 
Inhabits, once again, her native ſkies. 


Rejoice, ye ſons of rapine ; now your foe | 
Who dragg'd your dark miſdeeds to public nam: 
Your ſcourge is fled ; no longer ſhall ye know, 
The ſtings of guilty terror at his name. 


Where's now, the pliant muſcle, big with whim, 
The eye, that ſmiles produc'd in ev'ry face ; 
The various voice, the oft diſtorted limb, 
And all the mirth-fed features of Grimace ? 


Where now, the ſhouts that theatres have rent, 
While laughter roar'd, and beg'd to be reliev'd ? 
Ah ! where the plaudits every hand has ſent, 
When humour brought forth all that wit conceived ? 


Adieu, bright genius—ſcience lov'd thy name; 
She well approv'd thee of her darling race: 

And be that wretch accurs'd, who damns thy fame, 
Or wou'd thy follies with malignance, trace. 


NIGHT, 
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FF 


V 
4 ODE 


HE glowing landſcape fades; day ſhuts his eye; 

Grey twilight reſts on yon high weſtern hill; 
While penſive, in the ſecret ſhade Ilie, 
And watch the muſic of the falling rill. 


The evening ſtar now ſkirts the weſtern main, 
Cold drops of dew are ſprinkled o'er the lawn ; 

The ruſtic drives his oxen from the plain, 
And, in the fold, ſecures his flocks till dawn. 


Soft dies along the plain, each ruder breeze, 

In black'ning clouds, thelow'ring whirlwinds ſleep; 
While gentle gales, ſcarce fan the waving trees, 
Or curl the ſurface of the peaceful deep. 


The feather'd choirs, now ceaſe the vocal lay, 

Nor more are heard the dewy groves among 

All, but the ſolemn bird, who, from her ſpray, 
Chaunts to the ear of night, her-plaintive ſong. 


Primæval darkneſs, now, with poppies crown'd 
_ Ofer her dun air, her ſable mantle throws; 
Defuſing univerſal ſtillneſs round, 
And locks a drowſy werld in calm repoſe. 


But not ſo lull'd, the child of ſorrow ſleeps, 
Nought charms the tearful eye of grief to reſt ; 
Pale fickly care his conſtant vigil keeps, 
No gentle ſlumbers ſoothe his woe fraught breaſt. 


tA 


F 


his ſtill hour, the joylefſs Damon mourns, 
Ver Celia's bier, and weeps her early doom 
ling echo all his plaints returns, 


Which pierce with many a gh, the cheerleſs gloom. 


from the dreary vault, pale ſpectres glide, 
s ſtories ſay, to fright the wand' ring ſwain; 


| dreadful, ſtalking to the murderers fide,  * 
ang o'er his e and fill his heart with pain. 


it J, Rill mindful of that awful power 
ho guards the juſt, confiding in his aid; 
leſs, alone, or trace the ſecret bower, 
Ir rove, be-wilder'd, thro' the moon- light ſhade, 


now, far beaming from the glowing eaſt, 
he ſilver regent of the filent night; 
ly aſcends, in mildeſt radiance dreſt, 


Ind pours, o'er woods and ſtreams, her magic 
light. 


| avful filence ! contemplation hail | 25 

right emanation of celeſtial fire! 

hail thy preſence ! till may'ſt thou prevail, 
0 all my ſoul, with thoughts divine, EPS. 


tee, while night 5 dim ſhades involve the ſky, 
lis ſolemn verſe, a fimple gift I bring; 
mine to guide the muſes flight on high, 
ther ſtrains, and aid her ſoaring wing. 


Os 
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On the Death of a Lach. 1 


«&JFDAREWELL for ever now the tranquil mind“ 
In which delight and harmony is bred ; 
Farewell thou lovelieſt of the lovely kind, 
In plaintive ſtrains I mourn the ſilent dead, 


— 


Maria's gone ! the fair angelic maid 
The pride and envy of the virgin throng ; 
In the white robe of innocence array'd, 
_ Celeſtial graces, did to her belong. 


She's gone! cries echo through the dreary grove, 

Each hollow place catches the parting ſound, 
Whilſt inward grief the ſadden'd ſoul does move, 
Repeated ſighs, do oft her death propound. 9 


No ſculptur'd monument, or flowing line, 
No panegyric flattering, we crave ; 

To make all human excellencies thine, 
Where native virtues live beyond the grave, 


Where is the tongue, whoſe mufic charm'd the ear 
Where is the ſenſe, which always precepts taught: 
That tongue, whoſe muſic flow'd divinely clear, 


That ſenfe, with purity and goodneſs fraught. 


Ah! what avails the graces, nature gave? 
The coral lip, and cheek of vermile dye? 
Not all thy charms coul'd ſave thee from the grave, 
Where kings and beggars, all promiſcuous lye. 


Hun 


FLY 


(267 53 
Hung be the room with black, where thy ſoul fled, 
And gave the liſt'ning winds the dread reply; 


And, doubly curs'd for ever be the bed, | bl 
Whereon thy faint laſt words pronounc d“ I die.“ = 


May thou, ſeraphic ſaint, whoſe ſoul doth move, Sh 
| Beyond, th' extent of this terreſtrial ſphere, [HH 
May thou find bleſſings with thy God above, £00 


And gain the happineſs deny'd thee here. #38 
RA 0 103 
as . ; LE KK ERA * 5 NS £0.05 - 175 


An EPIGXA M. 
Orr : 1 
Heathens deny'd inſolvent debtors dead; | 11 


A ſafer trade good modern chriſtians drive, 4 
And charitably bury em alive. 1 


S SSSsssssssssssssssss 


A Religious Ode. 


O bow before that ſov'reign power, 
Whoſe goodneſs heav'n and earth adore, 

| With ev'ry morning's light ; 

And at the cloſe of ev'ry day, 

To him my conſtant homage pay, 

Who holds the realms of night. 


Then in his earthly courts Cappear, 
And pay my pure devotions there, 
Shall be my ſweet employ ; 
The day that ſaw my Saviour riſe, 
Shall dawn on my delighted eyes, 
With every ſacred joy. With 


> <a * 
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With grateful ſorrow. in my breaſt, 


Pl celebrate the dying feaſt, 
Of my expiring Lord ; 


And whillt his perfect love I view, 


His bright example TI purſue, 
And meditate his word. 


* 


For vain is my devotion's fire, 


And falſely do my hopes aſpire, 


To ſee the bleſt abode; 
If earthly paſſions unſubdu'd, 
Should on my doubtful path intrude, 
And intercept my road. 


Be mine a meek and lowly mind, 


And ev'ry paſſion be reſign'd, 


I 0o reaſon's juſter ſway ; 
Be mine that ſympathy of heart, 
Which tend'reſt feelings can impart, 

For all my fellow clay. 


Thus, tho? an adverſe path I tread, 


By patience ſhall my ſoul be led, 
To wait my grand releaſe ; 

For God ſhall be my ftrong ſupport, 

And guide me to that bliſstul port, 
Where ſin and ſorrow ceaſe. 


On a VIOLET. 


SPAS EAN Ne PAPA RN RAR 


ERNAL bloſſom, child of ſpring, 
Thee, the joyous muſe ſhall ſing; 


Fragrant violet, breathing ſweets, 


Thee, the muſe and zephyr greets; 


Welcome 
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Welcome, welcome to my lay, 
Token of the ſunny day ; 
Oh ! how ſweet to meet the gale, 
Weſtward from the purple val e! 
When the dew drops gild the thorn, 
Burniſh'd by the beams of morn ; 
When the wood Jarks thrilling lays, 
Softens from the diſtant ſprays ;' 
When the cheerly milk-maids ſing, 
Pleaſant ditties prompt by ſpring ; 
All around the ſmoking pail, 
Blofſom'*d- boughs the ſteams exhale ; 
Roger bears the load with glee, 
Pleas'd with gift of kiſſes three; 
Happy, happy, happy life ! 
Happy huſband ! happy wife! 
To day,—to-morrow—loving ſtill; 
(Climb to courts, ye great that will) 
Ever loving, ever lov'd, 
Joys in coaches ſeldom prov'd ; 
Happy, happy, happy ſtate 
Spurn'd by fortune, bleſt by fate! 
But I wander from my ſtrain, 
Now, my violet, thee again ; 
Od'rous bloſſom, ſweeteſt flow'r ! 
Eſſence of an April ſhow'r ! 
In thy lovely ſtate I ſee, 
Meek-ey'd calm humility ; 
In thy folitude I find, 
Pure deſires, and peace of mind; 
Thee, my loved Suſan bleſt, 
When ſhe plac'd thee on her breaft ; 
_ Happy flow'ret, thus to be, 
Hyacinthus dy'd for thee. 
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To ALEXANDER POPE, Edquire, 
On his tranſlating Homer's Tliad. 


i RAMSAY. 


* 
HREE times Tve read your IL IA p o'er : 
The firſt time pleasꝰd me well ; 
New beauties unobſerv'd before, 
Next pleas'd me better ſtill. 


Again I try'd to find a flaw 
Examin'd ilka line; 
The third time pleas'd me bet of a', 
The labour ſeem'd divine. 


Hence forward Þ'1l not tempt my fate 
On dazzling rays to ſtare, 

Leſt I ſhould tine dear ſelf conceit, 

| And read and write nae mair. 


* A Lofe, 
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Epitaph on a Lap-Dag. 
D EA DER this artleſs heap of ſtones, 


Are rais'd to ſcreen a lap-dog's bones; 
But ſuch a dog, whom partial nature 
Form'd a delightful darling creature ; 


Small 


„ 


Small was his ſize, tho' great his merit, 
His ſtature low, quite high his ſpirit ; 
When Anna was diſpos'd to pray, 
Obedient Pompey filent lay ; 

But when ſhe won a game without, 

To give her joy, he triſk*d about; 

Such ſympathy made Anna fonder, 

Of Pompey, than a vole ſans prendre ; 

But mighty merit could not fave | 
The peerleſs puppy from the grave; 
Pompey was nervous, droop'd, and dy'd, 
Anna had paſhons, and ſhe cry'd ; 

E'en now ſhe ſighs, and ſwears ſhe knows, 
A hundred pretty powder'd beaus, 

Scarce five of which have Pompey's ſenſe ; 
Not one his fix'd benevolence, 
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The ſecond Ode of Anacreon. 
TRANSLATED. 7 15 


ATURE gives all creatures arms, 
Faithful guards from hoſtile harms ; 
19 1 5 the lion to defend, n 
FHorrid jaws that wide extend 
Horns, the bull, refiſtleſs force! 
Solid hoofs, the vig'rous horſe ; 
Nimble feet, the fearful hare ; 
Wings to fly, the birds of air; 
Fins to ſwim, the wat'ry kind; 
Man. the bold undaunted mind; 
Nature, laviſhing her ſtore, 
What for woman had ſhe more? 
| 00 * & * Hel >!cſs 


Helpleſs woman to be fair, 
Beauty fell ro woman's ſhare ; 

She that s beautcous need not fear, 
Sword, nor flame, nor ſhicld, nor ſpear; 
Beauty ſtronger arms affords, 

Stronger far, than flames or ſwords; 
Stronger far than ſpears or ſhields, 
Man himſelf, to beauty yields! 
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E ſwains, none ſo happy as I, 
Since Flora, my love, does reward; 
So much, to divert her, I try, 
I ſcarce my ſad flocks can regard. 


Your nymphs to her beauty muſt bow, 
As thiſtles that ſpoil the fair field, 
Inferior their heauty, I trow, 
To tender ſoft myrtles do yield. 


Yet, ſhe's modeſt amidſt all the praiſe, 
That on her, each ſhepherd beſtows.; 
Names rival pretenders with eaſe, 
With envy, her face never glow s. 


She ſays © 9 s praiſe is ſhort fame; 

Its owners will fade with it too;“ . 

Many young giddy nymphs ſay the ſame, 
Yet think the found maxim untrue, 


Oft 


6 ? 


Oft under my arbour's cool ſhade, 


That wantons with roſes, ſweet flowers; 


And of elm-hugging woobines are made, 
She ſings as we ſpend the ſhort hours, 


Each ſhepherd the voice of his fair, 


To birds that in concert combine; 


Or may, to ſoft muſic compare, 


But no harmony's muſic to mine, 


Our flocks feed around us the while, 
Nor ever once offer to ſtray ; 

She ſcarce can forbear from a ſmile, 
As they ſilent devour her lay. 


The birds too around us appear, 
And ceaſe their wild notes as ſhe ſings ; 
Poor Philomel drops her mild ear 
-n beware ot tel! jeatoury's lungs a 


Her heart ſoon with pity doth bleed; 
How oft have I mark'd it to ſigh, 


And think it a ruthleſs foul deed 


If ſhe chanc'd but to kill a weak fly. 


A ſparrow had built her ſmooth neſt, 
All ſecret amidit my gay trees; 
Where under her downy fond breaſt, 


She had ſhelter'd her young from each breeze. 
Affrighted, the bird flew away, 


As we unluſpecting drew near; 
— Sweet innocent bird to betray, 
The only ſweet cauſe of her fear. 


I cruel reſolv'd they ſhould die, 
Protecting my corn's future pride; 
I could with the vile thought to deny; 
'Thus the * to my purpoſe reply'd.. 
H 3 4 
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„O Collin! to rob it forbear, 
An indigent bird of its joy; 
What is under the wing of thy care, 
| Would'ſt thou like a tyrant deſtroy.” 


I obeyed; her thanks were a ſmile, 
Sufficient reward for my love ; 

J forget what is ſorrow awhile, | 
If my fair any deed does approve. 


And oft as we tread the green grove, 
That does with clear fountains abound ; 

The young ones approach my pleas'd love, 
And thank her by chirping around. 


Ye ſwains, teach your nymphs what I ſay, 
Let beauty employ their laſt care ; 

And copy from Flora each day, 
For, *tis then they will ever be fair, 


ade 


o ' HAPPINESS. 


Happineſs, thou pleaſing dream, 
Where is thy ſubſtance found, 
Sought thro? the varying ſcenes in vain, 
Of earth's capacious round? _ - 


The charms of grandeur, pomp and ſhew, 
Are nought but gilded ſnares ; 
Anbition's painful ſteep aſcent, 

Thick fet with thorny cares, 


The 


175 )- 


The buſy town, the __ ſtreet, 
Where noiſeand diſcord reign, 

We glady leave, and, tir'd, retreat 

To breathe and think again, 


Yet, if retirement's pleaſing charms, , 
Detain the captive mind; 

The ſoft inchantment ſoon diflolves 
Tis empty all as wind. 


Religion's ſacred lamp alone, 
Unerring, points the way, ä 

Where, happineſs for ever ſhines, 
With unpolluted ray. 


To regions of eternal Peace, :- 
Beyond the ſtarry throne ; 

Where pure, ſublime, and perfect joys, 
In * proſpect join. 
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Epigram on a Midew. 


HEN cruel fate had ſnatch'd her ſpouſe away, 
Phillis in tears and anguiſh ſpends the «7 1 ; 
But a new lover ſoon relieves her ſorrow, | 
She dries her tears, and weds again to morrow. 
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To a pretended Friend, and real Enemy, 
JH heſitating tongue, and doubtful face, 


Shew all thy kindneſs to be mere grimace ; 
Throw off the maſk ; at once be foe, or friend; 
'Tis baſe to ſoothe, when malice is the end ; 
The rock that's ſeen, gives the poor ſailor dread, 
But double terror, that, which hides its head, 


444646 4$6444/64 44-5244 


On ! er. 
A famous Courtezan's falling from her Horſe, 


FAR Kitty, had thy only fall ? 
Been that, thou mett'ſt with, in the mall, 
Thou had'ft deſerv'd our pity. ; 
But long before that luckleſs day, 
With equal juſtice might we ſay, 
Alas ! poor fallen Kitty ! 


Then, whilſt you may, dear girl be wiſe, 
And, though time now in pleaſure flies, 
Conſider of hereafter ;_ 
For know, the wretch who courts thee now, 
When age has turrow'd o'er thy brow, . 
Shall change his ſighs to laughter, 
| Reform 
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Reform thy manners, change thy nb, 
For virtue's ſake, to merit praiſe, 
Be all thy honeſt-ſtrife ; _ 
So ſhall the world with pleaſure ſay, 
« She taſted folly for a day, : 
« And then grew wiſe for life.” 
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en after Happineſs. 
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\HE midnight moon ſerenely {miles 
O'er nature's ſoft repoſe ; 
No low ring clouds obſcure the ſkies, 
Nor ruffling tempeſt blows. 
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Now every paſhon ſinks to reſt, 
The throbbing heart lies Rill ; 
And varying ſcenes of life no more 
Diſtract the labouring will. 


In filence huſh'd, to reaſon's voice, 5 
Attends each mental power; 
Come, dear Lorretta, and enjoy 
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Reflection's favourite hour. 1 ; 
Come, while this peaceful ſcene invites, - il 


Let's ſearch this ample round; 
Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 
Of e be found ? 


Does it amidſt the frolic mirth, 

| Of gay aſſemblies dwell ? 
Or hid beneath the ſolemn gloom, We 
That ſhades the hermit's cell? Wil 
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How oft, the laughing brow of joy, 
A ſick' ning heart conceals ; 5 
And, thro' the cloiſter's deep receſs, 
Invading forrow ſeals ? 


In vain, through fortune, beauty, wit, 
The fugitive we trace; 
It dwells not in the faithleſs ſmile, 
Tluhat brightens Clodio's face. 


How e' er our varying notions rove, 
All yet agree in one ; 
To place its being in ſome ſtate, 
At diſtance ſrom our own. 


O blind to each indulgent gift, 
Of pow'r ſupremely wiſe ! 

Who fancy happineſs in all 
That providence denies. 


Vain 1s, altke, the joy we ſeek, _ 
And vain, what we poſſeſs, 

Unleſs harmonious reaſon tunes 
The paſſions into peace. 


To temp'rate bounds, to few deſires, 
„ T 
And, deaf to folly's noiſe, attends + 
The muſic of the mind. 
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The L OR D's PRAYER 
By the Rev. Mr. Fawkes, 


AATHER of all! whoſe throne illumines heaven, 
All honour to thy holy name be given; 


Thuy gracious kingdom come, thy righteous will, 


Let men on earth, as ſaints in heaven fulfill, G 
. ive 


( 19 } 
Give ns this day, the bread by which we live; 
As we our debtors, thou our debts forgive. | 
Let no temptation lead us into woe; 
Keep us from fin, and our eternal foe. 
For thy ſupreme religion we adore ; 


Thy power, thy glory is for evermore, Amen. 
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ENE ATH in the duſt, the mouldy old cruft 
Of Mor. BArchELILOR lately was ſnoven; 
Well ſkill'd in the arts, of pyes, puddings and tarts, 
And every device of the oven. | 


When ſhe'd liv'd long enough, ſhe made her laſt puff, 
A puff by her huſband much prais'd ; 

And here the doth lie, and makes a dirt pye, 
In hopes that her cruſt may be rais d. 


. 
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ID fortune, what to few ſlie'Il give, 
| Allow my choice how I ſhould live 
T would not ſeek an envy'd ſeat, 
Or daily viſits of the great 
Nor yet, would my ambition fall 
To meagre wants“ deſerted hall; 
To each extreme alike a foe, | 
Too low for high, too high ſor low. 5 
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For uſe, not ſhew, my houſe ſhould ſtand, 
Amidſt a ſpot of fertile land; * 
A lake below, around a wood, 

Here bend a rock - there ruſh a flood; 
A mountain ſhould in proſpect riſe, 
And bear the grey miſts to the ſkies; 
When in ſome dark retreat I ſit, 
Be near a friend, a man of wit; 
Of heart ſincere, and converſe free, 
The lover of mankind, and me. | 
Who, ſhould the world tumultuous roar, 
Could calmly ſee the ſtorm aſhore ; 
Nor 'ere admit a longing ſigh, 
To vex my privacy and J. 


Here would I paſs my blameleſs days, 
Poſſeſs'd of virtue and of eaſe ; 
Here die in peace and lie unknown, 
Without a monument of ſtone; 
My friend might ſhed one pious tear; 
My image in his boſom bear; 
Might breathe in verſe his tender moan, 
But breathe unto himſelf alone; 
Yet leave not to the world my name, 
And puff away the ſtrumpet fame. 


I 


cee oh | 


A CHARACTER... 


HERE's none but muſt own that Corrina is fair, 
So bright are her eyes, ſo enchanting her air, 
Yet ſhe's likely, to diean old maid ; | | 
For ſhe's proud and imperious, to ſuch a degree, 
That all men will ſtrive, from her chains te be free, 
Since her lovers with ſcorn are repaid. 5 
| | (2 
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The Abr and Acorn. 


ETHINKS this world ſeems oddly n 
And every thing amiſs, 

A dull complaining Atheiſt ſaid, 

As ftretch'd he lay beneath a ſhade, 

And inſtanced in this; 


Behold, quoth "Py that mighty thing, 


A pumpkin, large and round, 4 


Is held bur by a little ſtring 
Which upward cannot make it ſpring, 
Nor bear! it from the ground. 


— 


While on this tree a fruit ſo ſmall, 
So diſproportion'd grows; 
That who ſo'er ſurveys this all, 
This univerſal caſual ball, 
Its ill contrivance knows. 


My better judgment, would have kung. 
That fruit upon this tree, 

And left this maſt, thus ſlightly ſtrung, 

Mongſt things that on the ſurface ſprung, 
And weak and feeble be. 


No more the caviller could far, 
No further faults deſcry ; 
For upward gazing, as he lay, 
An acorn, looſen'd ſrom its ſtay, 
Fell down upon his eye. 
ks The 
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The wounded part with tears ran o'er, 

| As puniſh'd for the ſin ; 4 

Fool ! had that bough a pumpkin bore, 

Thy whimſies muſt have work'd no more, 
Nor ſkull had kept them in. 


NN 


The Art of making Haſiy Pudding. 


> of food, by Britiſh nurſe deſign'd, 

To make the ftripling brave, and maiden kind; 

Delay not, muſe, in numbers to rehearſe, 

The joys of life, and {news of our verſe ; 

Let pudding, diſh moſt wholeſome, be my theme, 
And, dip thy ſwelling plumes, in fragrant cream; 

Sing then, thatdiſh ſo fitting to improve, 

A tender modeſty, and trembling love; 

Swimming in butter, of a golden hue, 


Garniſh'd with drops ef roſes, ſpicy dew. 


Sometimes the frugal matron ſeems in haſte, 
Nor cares to beat her pudding into paſte ; 
Yet milk, in proper ſkillet, ſhe will place, 
And gently ſpice it, with a blade of mace ; 
Then, ſet ſome careful damſel to look to't, 
And ftrive to ftir away the Biſhop's foot; 
For if burnt milk ſhould to the bottom ſtick, 
Like over heated zeal, *twould make folks ſick ;: 
Into the milk, her flour, ſhe gently, throws, 
As valets, now, would powder tender beaus ; 
The liquid forms, in haſty maſs, unite, 
Both equally delicious, as they're white , 
In ſhining diſh, the haſty meſs is thrown, 


And ſeems to want no graces but its own ;. 6 
| | et 


( 183 ) 


Yet ſtill the houſewiſe brings in freſh ſupplies, 
To gratify the taſte, and pleaſe the eyes; 
She, on the ſurface, lumps of butter lays, 
Which, melting with the heat, its beams diſplays ; 
From whence it cauſes, wonder to behold ?_ 
A filver foil, bedeck'd with ſtreams of gold. 
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A MATRIMONIAL THOUGHT. 


To Matthew Henderſon, E 773 


N the blithe days of honey-moon, 
With Kate's allurements ſmitten; 
J lov'd her late, I lov'd her ſoon, 
And call'd her, deareſt kitten. 


But now my kitten's grown a cat, 
And eroſs, like other wives; 

Oh!] by my ſoul, my honeſt Matt, 
I fear ſhe has nine lives. 
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4A Satire. 
ISTAKEN world! conſiderate, how few! 
| Bias'd by paſſions ! ſomething ye purſue ; 


On earth, what mighty buſineſs, ye prepare,. 
Eternity ye think not worth your care, | L 
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Grows diſobedient, and his God offends ; 
| 5 e OSS TOR Abandon'd, 
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Is happineſs your aim !— miſtaken ſtill! 
Mankind may all be happy if they will ! 


Short-ſighted judges [acting as you gueſs, 


And vanity purſue for happineſs ; 
Inſtead of conſcience, - cuſtom we explore, 


Which o'er our wills uſurps tyrannic pow'r; 


Cuſtom for liberty is ſtill miſtook, 
And virtue for each faſhion is forſook ; 
Cuſtom, what art thou but an empty name, 


That checks our inclinations and our fame; 


Youth, when by ill communication ſway'd, 
Into ſlight follies often are betray'd ; 

Taught by example, fin becomes their thrall, 

Till from one vice they quickly run thro” all; 


. Goodneſs, religion, virtue's all a jeſt, 


Cuſtom reigns ſolely in each human breaſt ; 
Obſerve authority, with look ſevere, 
Inſulting merit, which it ought to cheer ; 
The tinſel'd coxcombs inwardly diſdain 
The man of ſenſe—becauſe his dreſs is plain-; 
Meer ſlaves to faſhion, and extremes of taſte, 


With hat completely cock'd, and coat well lac'd ; 


Whether your qualities are good or ill, 
They judge your merit from your taylor's bill ; 


Concluding, he to wit, has no pretence, 
Whoſe laſting ſerge was bought at ſmall expence. 


Ye idle fair, who ſpend the fleeting hours, 
In trifles, dreſſing, ſcandal, and amours ; 
Whoſe heart with faſhion's ardent fires glow, 
And pine for trifles, faſhion can beſtow ; 

In formal viſits how can you delight, 
Seem fond of one you hate, to be polite ? 


Why is plain truth ſtill deem'd impertinent, 


A nauſeous flattery, a thing well-meant ? 
Why do ye ſtill the wealthy fool reſpect, 

And treat the meritorious with neglect ? 
The perjur'd rake to make your ſex his friends, 
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Abandon'd, yields to ev'ry headſtrong paſſion, 
And damns himſelf, becauſe it is the faſhion z 
Why do the uncorrupted ſtill look on, 

And calmly ſee life's buſineſs left undone ? 
Cuſtom is all we have for an excuſe, 
Cuſtom's the cloak for ev*ry rank abule ; 
Deluded age! confin'd in cuſtom's chain, 
Reflect, and ſoon your liberties regain 

That once regain'd, this maxim will protect, 
Let each man act as cuſtom will direct. 
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Inſeription of a Column at Runny- Mead, N 


By the late Dr. Atenſide. 


HOU, who the verdant plain doſt traverſe here, 
1 While Thames among his willows from thy view 
Ketires ; O ftranger, ſtay thee, and the ſcene 
Around contemplate well, This is the place a 
Where England's ancient Barons clad in arms, 
And ſtern with conqueſt, from their tyrant King, 
(Then render'd tame) did challenge and ſecure, 
The charter of thy freedom. Paſs not on 
Till thou haſt bleſt their memory, and paid 
»Thoſe thanks, which God appointed the reward 
Of public virtue. And, if chance, thy home 
Salute thee with a fathers honour'd name, 
| Go, call thy ſons: inſtruct them what a debt 
They owe their anceſtors ; and make them ſwear 
To pay it, by tranſmitting down intire 
Thoſe ſacred rights to which themſelves were born, 
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An Eflimate of Human Life. 


Somnus, bulla, witrum, glacies, flos fabula, fænum. 


Umbra, cinis, punctum, vox, ſonus, aura, nihil. 


WII is the fleeting life of mortal man 
| Its date extended, meaſures but a ſpan ; 


A dream that leaves no memory behind, 
A bubble—blown away by every wind, 


A flower -which fades as ſoon as in the bloom, 


A tale—"ith morning told, forgot ere noon, 
As graſs—cut down and wither'd inan hour, 
A ſhadow— which has no continuing power, 
As duſt— that's driven by the whirling ſtorm, 


A point—that knows no ſubſtance, N or form, 
can boaſt, 


A voice — which nothing but a ſoun 
A ſound—that in ſurroundin g air is loſt, 
A vapour toſs'd about by ev'ry breath, 


A nothing !—but the ſport of time, and death. 
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Advice to LAURA. i 


DRET Ty, little, modeſt fair, 
| Sweetly ſoft, and debonair, 
Why ſo fond of giving pain? 
Where's the merit of diſdain ? 
Say, can female frowns aſſwage 
Love's impetuous frantic rage? 
Smile, fair-maid, in beauty's bloom, 
*Ere ſome latent evil come; 
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| Stately forms muſt ſoon decay. 

Wanton youth will ſteal away; 
Mark the fragrant budding rofe, 
How it bloſſoms, how it glows ; 

Such is beauty's tranfcient boaſt 
Such the eye that ſparkles moſt ; 
Haſte then, Laura, haſte to live, 
Kindneſs take, and kindnels give. 
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Inſcription on Chanter”s Monument. 


'O7 Engliſh bards who ſung the ſweeteſt ſtrains, 
Old Geoffrey Chaucer now this tomb contains; 
For his death's date, if reader thou ſhould call, 
Look but beneath, and it will tell thee all. | 


„ 0 5th of October, 1400. 
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ROYAL GENEALOGY 
From James the II. back to IWilliam the Conqueror. 


TAMES the ſecond was the brother of Charles 

the ſecond, who was the ſon of Charles the 
urſt, who was the ſon of James the firſt, who was 
the couſin of Elizabeth, who was the fiſter of 
Mary, who was the ſiſter of Edward the ſixth, 
who was the ſon of Henry the - eighth, who 


* —_— — —— ” 
7 ee 
4 e — - 


— 323 


CC c 


oe SR SS" 142 __— 


* 
1 — . 


— — 
22 
- 


— 
— — — ar 
* 


— oe — — 
— ů 3 
— 


75 7. err. 
O'S . AM 
e 
— Tell a 8 — 


— — 
— IS 


— 


— * 5 


rr 
9 9 me = — 


pL Wn, . 


- < 


r r 8 


— 
. 


— 


A * 1 ä — 


—— 


* 
* — 7 2 
Tree 
""%* — h 


(AR + TID - 


"I 7 4 
* RY Crore — 


Yo ab 


( 288 ) 


was the ſon of Henry the ſeventh, who was the couſin 
of Richard the third, who, was the uncle of Edward 
the fifth, who was the ſon of Edward the fourth, who 
was the couſin of Henry the ſixth, who was the ſon of 
Henry the fifth, who was the ſon of Henry the fourth, 
who was the couſin of Richard the ſecond, who was 
the grandſon of Edward theYhird, who was the ſon 
of Edward the ſecond, who was the ſon of Edward 
the firſt, who was the ſon of Henry the third, who 
was the ſon of John, who was the brother of Richard 
the firſt, who was the ſon of Henry the ſecond, who 

as the couſin of Stephen, who was the couſin of 
22 the firſt, who was the brother of William 
Rufus, who was the ſon of William the Conqueror, 
who was the ſon of a WHORE, | 


The AM E H. 


Doating old fool had a mind once to wed, 
So he took a gay wanton young laſs to his bed; 
She married the man for the ſake of his pelf; 
In hopes of a ſpark, and a houſe to herſelf. 


V* hen darkneſs was fled he wou'd angle till noon, 
But once broke his line and returning too ſoon, 
He ſurpriz d the young couple, - when madam began, 
Why 1o ſullen, my dear ?—look up like a man; 
The ſquire has bought me the lemons you ſee, 
Do but get me ſome corks, and the liquor's for thee; 
This will warm you within, if it freezes or ſnows, 
And your houſe is inſur'd, as the policy ſhows ; 
Of a truth, yo've no need to bemoan your bad luck, 
He has ſent us beſides, the beſt part of a buck. a 

8 am 
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I am no ſuch woodcock, the huſband repſies, 

I know. that your conduct my fortune ſupplies; 
But yet, though this bounty my table adorns. 
Whilſt I eat of the buck, I ſhall think of the horns. 
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E I oe 
On the Death of the late Win. Beckford, Eſp. 


LL arts, to ſave his country, Beckford tried, 
And when he found them all in vain—he died. 


— 
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A Genealogical Anecdote. 


OT an hundred years ago, a certain perſon, 
whoſe deſcendant ſat in the upper houſe, was 
created a Baron, whole father had been Lord Mayor 
of London, and a foundling. The ſon of this Baron, 
enjoying the title after his father, was one day in 
company with ſome of his own rank, who were 
boaſting of the antiquity of their families ;z—well ſaid 
our Baron, I am the fourth Lord of my family. 
* How can that be, my Lord, you are ſurely but 
the ſecond ??—T can demonſtrate what I fay ;— 
pray let us hear : am a Lord, my father was 
a Lord ;z—© very well, you can go no farther”'—O 
res, ſaid he, my grandfather was Lord Mayor of 
London; —“ very true, but there you are ſtopt; 
not at all, ſaid he, for my great grandfather was the 
Lord knows who, | 
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The Lady and her Picture. 


„ * a. a OY adit; por 1 RET 2 


3 painter brought the picture home; 

By moſt *twas cenſur'd, prais'd by ſome ;— 

Some ſaid it was too old for Phillie == — 

Where are the roſes, mixt with lillies, | 

That grace the fair original? | ] 

*Tis nothing but a painted wall! : 
c 


Thus ſaid the flatterers of the maid ; B* 
While others prais'd the light and ſhade, 2 
Applauded much the painter's art, a 7 
And {wore the likeneſs ftruck the heart; = 
Phillis, indeed, admir'd the piece, | 7 
And to her own prefer'd its eaſe ; 7 
Commended too the painter's taſte, 7 
In flatt'ring her about the waiſte; Tt EF 


The turn of elegance commended, 
And faid the tints were aptly blended * 
But then, ſhe could not but confels, 


Paint could not all the life expreſs ; 2 
T was difficult to hit a feature, | * 
And painters could but copy nature 
- *T was natural to like an emblem, 


As all admire what moſt reſemble em. 


Thus Phillis ſpoke in company : :- 
What ſays ſhe, though, when no one's by ? 
% Thou tawdry effort of a dawber, 
© Diſguſtful.more than ſalts of Glauber ; 

« As well you may pretend to vie, 
«© With the bright glories of the ſky ; | 1 
5 cc A p 
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« And hope as well applauſes drawn 

« From mimicking the ruddy dawn ; 

« As to attempt to paint one grace, 

© Among the thouſand, of my face; 

« Where are the cherries on my cheek ? 

« My, forehead round, and high, and ſleek ? 
« Ay! where, indeed, the roſe and lilies 

« Upon the lips and neck of Phillis ? 

e Thou mortifying ſhade, avaunt, 
More like my mother or my aunt.” 


was in that mortifying hour, 

jove gave the picture ſpeech and pow'r; 
It mov'd to ſpeak and thus it ſaid : 

« Oh! fatally miſtaken maid ! 

% For I ſhall pleaſe when you are dead. 

« Admirers I ſhall have, when thou 

« Art rotten in the tomb below; 

« The painter has diſplay'd his art, 

« And I ſhall live to ſtrike the heart ; f 

« Shall live, to mortify thee more, 

« Tho!” thou ſhould creep it to fourſcore ; 
« I ſhall be ſtill the blooming maid, 

« When thou art wither'd, and decay'd.” 


a a νlue daes 


. Clarinaa. Character. 
6 thoughtleſs, young, and gay, 


In trifles paſt her time away; 
The play, the ball, the gay 7 
By turns, ingroſs d her mind, and ſhe ; 
On theſe alone, her time ſhe ſpent, 
Nor ever thought for what 'twas lent. 


But, 
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But, fair Clarinda think betime, 
Nor thus, inglorious, waſte your prime ; 
Conſider, while with pains and coſt, 
You deck that face—which ſoon is loſt ; 
With half that pains to deck your mind, 
Would leave the fweeteſt taſte behind; 


Would ſoothe your thoughts and baniſh care, 


When other beauties feel deſpair. 


14 Grammatical Love Leiter. 


Madam, 


F there be yet no propoſe ztion towards a conjunction 
withyou, be pleaſed to admit of this inter jection 

of my pretences. I do not pronounce ad verbum, that 
I deſire to be adjectiwe to you, in all caſes; for | 
poſrtively declare, that comparatively ſpeaking, I 
Mold be ſuperlatiwely happy, ſhould 1 engender with 
ou in all modes and tenſes whatinever. I hope you 
will not think me ſo /zgu/ar, but that I deſire to have 
the plural number in my tamily, and that I am too 
maſculine to be neuter, with regard to the feminine 
therefore let us have our affections in common of two; 
far be it from you to decline this conjugation. Though 
I am not the fr f? perſon, nor the ſecond perſon, nor the 
third perſon, who has ſollicited you to be ſubjunciive 
to our love. I prelume, you will not be in the a. 
parative, while I am in the potential; and that you 
will permit me with a conjunctive copulati ve of my 
propria quee* maribus with your as in preſents; 
this will make a participle of happineſs if you wil 


actually give me your voice to be paſſive therein. Be 
you 
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you but ſapine, and I will be deponent, tho' Syntaxis 
may be afraid of accidents; but it is the optative of 
my ſoul, to be a lawful concord with the genitiue.— 
My whole income ſhall be a dative to you for the 
preſent ; nothing ſhall be accuſative againſt you for 
the future, and your ſweet name ever my wocative, till 
death, the great ab/ative of all things. 


Yours, &c. 


MICHAEL QU@ GENUS. 
CLE EEE k- K. E E- n & f r- 


The FIRTUOSO 
HAT to the valiant knight of Spain 
Was Donna DEL ToB3OSsO; 


Such is the idol of his brain, 
To every virtuolo, 


Don Quixote to a goddeſs lifted, 
| An homeſpun country laſs ; 
Each grain of corn the damſel ſifted, 
| With him for pearls could pals. 


What e'er the curious deifies, 
It thus its fancy warms ; 
And gives to ſhells and butterflies, 
Imaginary charms. | 


But let not thoſe who look more grave, 
Themſelves their wiſdom pride on ; 

Since ev'ry man muſt ſometimes have, 
His hobby horſe to ride on. 


Vor. II: 3 EPIGRAM. 
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OW great thy might, let none by miſchief know, 
But what thou can'ſt, by acts of kindneſs ſhow ; 
A power to hurt, is no ſuch noble thing, 
The toad can poiſon, and the ſerpent ſting. 


„ 3 e e 
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The Miſer's Wonder. 
UGARD the verieſt gripe alive, 


Whoſe only maxim was to thrive ; 
The common jeſt of every tongue, 
The line diſgracing whence he ſprung ; 
Tho? grudging even food the charge, 
A palace built immenſely large; 
Its infide rich, its outſide great, 
He liv'd, or rather ſtarv'd in ſtate. 


By chance, Orlando, paſling by, 

Upon the building caſt his eye ; 

Dugard, who knew his perfect taſte 

His entrance begs—if not in haſte; 

He ſtops,— then civilly is ſnown— 

The wonders of each ſtately room; 

Paintings, from diſtant climates brought, 

Carpets, that were in Perſia wrought ; 

And roofs reſplendent all with gold, | 
You might, with wonder, there behold, 
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By the large ftairs, deſcending down, 
At laſt, they enter the ſaloon; _ 
There, Dugard thus accoſts his gueſt ; 
Since with your preſence I am bleſt, 
« Oblige me, Sir, in this demand, 
« Theſe pannels, that unfiniſh'd, ſtand, 
| «© I would have pictur'd with ſome ſcene, 
« That never yet had painted been ; 
« Direct my choice.” —* If oddneſs pleaſe, 
© Ev'n paint a man that ſeems to ſneeze.? 
« Thy humour, good Orlando, change, 
„I would have ſomething really ſtrange.” 
What ſtranger yet! then prithee draw 
©PleEnTY,—that thing you never ſaw.“ 


© Al 


On the Death of a Young Gentleman. 


7 come, who know the childleſs parent's ſigh, 
The bleeding boſom, and the ſtreaming eye 

lo feel the wounds a dying friend imparts, 

len the laſt pang divides two ſocial hearts; 

5 weeping marble claims the gen'rous tear, 

elies the friend, the ſon, and all that's dear ; 

fell full bloſſom'd in the pride of youth, 

nobler pride of ſcience, worth and truth; 

n and ſerene he view'd his mould'ring clay, 

fear'd to go, nor fondly wiſh'd to ſtay; 

hen the king of terrors, he deſcry'd, | 

*the ſtern mandate, bow'd his head and dy'd. 
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On receiving Benefit by drinking Buxton Wain, 


*HREE ſprings of different virtues, bounteo! 
heaven | 7 

To man, for his ſupport and health has given; 
The ſimple element, ſuſtains our frame, | 
Makes it, to morrow and to day the ſame ; 
Working no change, becauſe no change is good, 
It melts our aliments, ſupplies our blood ; 
But if we're ſick, and different helps require; 0 
Springs, that can elevate or ſink our fire; 
Can purge our juices, or our fibres brace, 
And give new health and ſpirit to the face; 
Such ſprings at BuxToN you may ſurely find; 
Springs that will ſuit, or ſingly or combin'd. 
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A PARA D OK. 
To a Lady. 


| Y Sukey, truſt me, for tis true, 
At once, I love, and hate thee too 
Tis true, thy wanton airs are ſuch, 
I hate thee, yes, I hate thee much ; 
Yet, ſuch is beauty's magic power, 
'Tho* much I hate, I love thee more; 
And ſuch my fighs, as plainly prove, 
Tho' much I hate thee, more I love; 
Thus, tho? J hate, and hate ſincerely, 
I kill muſt love, and love thee dearly. 
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On the Head - Ach being cured, 
By dancing with a Lady. 


boaſted pretenſions to {kill ; 


Bf = they, the preſent diſorder relieve, 


Fix ſome more incurable ill. 


| Thus Lava, by dancing, my ei ach reliew "7 


And I vainly applauded her art ; 
Till at length, the fair mountebank's cheatT perceiv'd,. 
For the pain is now fix d in my heart. 


. 22 N e LENS. 
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The following Eoizaph i in Hadleigb Church, Suffolk; 


being ſomething Whimſical, may be thought worth 


preſerving. 


HE cherte mounted on this, w 

Sets to be ſeen in funer 
A matron playn domeſtic 
In houſewiefry a princip 
In care and payns continu 
Not flow nor gay nor prodig all, 
Yet neighbourly and hoſpit 
Her children ſeven yet living 
Her ſixty ſeventh year hence did c 
To reſt her body natur 


In hopes to riſe ſpiritu 5 
| F 1 1 | The 


* Docronxs too often their patients deceive, | 
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The contented Pair, 


Cottage, with a FORTY nigh, 
A little brook that bubbles by ; 
A garden full of fruits, and flowers, 
And moſſy beds, and ſhady bowers ; 
An orchard richly ftor'd with fruit, 
That any Lady's taſte may ſuit ; 
Daiſies overſpread th' enamePd ground, 
Diffuſing fragrance all around; | 
The tender trees, and ſhrubs exhale, | 
Thoſe ſweets that blow with ev'ry gale ; 
The fertile lands and fruitful fields, 
Enlivening all that nature yields; 
Without, you view this lovely frame ; 
Within the ſcene is much the ſame, 
Tho' ſome would call our cottage mean, 
Few palaces are kept ſo clean; 
For ſumptuous fare, wenever look, 
When there's a flitch upon the hook ; 
hleſt with two lovely girls and boys, 
Who part our care, and ſhare our joys ; 
We chearful paſs the time away 
In labour all the live long day ; 
With hearts, quite open and ſincere, 
With no improper wiſh, or fear; 
We ſtudy, aim, and wiſh to do 
Juſt as we would be done-unto ; 
Thinking content a greater gain, 
Than pride, with all her haughty train; 
Or blaze and ſplendour of a court, 
Where honour's often but a ſport ; 


Jt © 


Contented, 
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Contented, as we ſaid before, 

We neither aſk, or wiſh for more; 
To wiſh for more were but a jeſt, 
To providence we leave the reſt. 
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F the CAP fits, put it ON. 


A T home, when married Nancy ſits, | 
And only ſpouſe's friends admits, 
How negligent her airs! 
Quite a-la-mode in diſhabille, 
See! ſnuff her noſe and fingers fill, 
Her hair about her ears. 


Her handkerchief and morning gown, 
About her ſhoulders looſely thrown, 
With ſcarce a ſingle pin in; 
No ſtays, no hoop, are ſeen upon her, 
Thoſe double guards of female honour, 
And then, ye gods ! her linen. 


But when a ball, or maſquerade, 
Calls her from this domeſtic ſhade, 

In public light to ſhine ; 
She's dreſt compleat from head to foot, 
If jewels, filk, and lace, can do't, 

No dutcheſs halt ſo fine. 


So flies, when wintry ſeaſon's reign, 
Obſcure in filth, and dirt remain, 
| Nor dare to 'tempt the ſkies ; 
Till warm'd by Phœbus' genial rays, / 
They baſk and wanton in the blaze, 
And ſhew a thouſand dyes.. 


14 
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On an Apothecary. 


EE, where his patient's caſe to hear, 
Mcepicus fits with ſolemn air, 
And ſagely gives advice; 

A proper regimen commands, 
In terms himſelf ſcarce underſtands 
Quaint, formal, and preciſe. 


A „ Bud Wed ond Yu Yhoud hal hold ood Wow! hows 


So, of a ſtarling have I known, 
In mimic words and grating tone, 
Cry, CUCKOLD, SOT, Or KN AVE; 
With air demure, and ftately pace, 
He ftruts about from place te place, 
Ridiculouſly grave. 


On the Death of Mr. Quin. 


LAS poor Quin ! thy jeſts and ſtories, 
Are quite extinguiſh'd ; and what more is 
There's no Jack FaisTAFF, no JohN DoRixESs. 


5 


 Virſes wrote by a great Perſonage. 


ENTEEL is my Damon, engaging his air, 
His face, like the morn, is both ruddy and fair; 
Soft love fits enthron'd in the beam of his eyes, 
He's manly, yet tender, he's fond and yet wiſe 3 © 
f | | e's 
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He's ever good humour'd, he's generons and gay, 
His preſence can always den 2 {01 n eh 
No vanity [ways him, no tally is ſeen, 

But open his temper, and noble his mein; 


A Fa, F* * 


By virtue illumin' d. his actions appear, 
His paſſions are air = and his reaſon i 
An affable ſweetneſs attends on 117 (penn hs, 

He's willing to learn, tho? he's ble r-ach,--- 
He has promis'd to love me—his word Fl. ⁹ ee 
For his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive ; 

Then blame me, ye fair ones, if juſtly ye can, 


Since the picture Pve drawn, is, exactly, the MAN. 
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The WAY to get HIM, 
Or, Advice to the Ladies. 


r 


IRLS who intend the heart to ſeize, 
Muſt ſhew their beauties by degrees; Fi 

8 full diſplays, they loſe their aim; 11 
Tis expectation feeds the flame, 
And gently fans the amorous fire, | 
Which, but for that would ſoon expire. 
The breaſt which pants thro' cyprus gauze 
A glance of admiration draws ; ; 
But when we've ſeen it o'er and o'er, | 
It ſtrikes us with ſurprize no more; 
We coolly own its ſnowy charms, 
But feel no violent alarms. . 
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We ſoon grow ſurfieted with thoſe, 
Who all their charms at once diſcloſe ; 
And, from a vain deſire, to ſtrike, 

Treat all, with what they * alike; = 


1 


The 
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The female rattle, flirt, and rake, 
The point they have in view miſtake ; 
And formal prudes and gay coquettes, 
Inſtead of cages, deal in nets, 

If girls to admiration prone, 

Would only let themſelves alone; 

And not by ſtudied airs pretend, 

The charms which nature gives to mend: 
Nor ev'n thoſe charms at once reveal, 
But with diſcretion half conceal ; 

Their prudence would be well repaid, 

By ev'ry conqueſt which they made, 
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tn: EPIGRAM 


W's: wedded NELL was brought to bed, 
She ſcream'd and roar'd with pain? 

Shed rather die a maid, ſhe ſaid, 

.Was it to do again. 


Pray have a little patience, NEIL, 
And ſay, why now this pother ? 
Before your marriage, you could tell, 
What *twas to be a mother.. 


e e ee e e 


A Batchelor's Choice. 


| EAUTY the poet's theme, the poet's fire, 
The madman's phrenſy,—and the fools defire ; 


What is it but an idle empty ſhade ? 


A ſweet, deceitful, fair, malignant jade? 
| I wiſh. 
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I wiſh it not, nor aſk I titles great, 

No gaudy trappings, nor no tinſell'd ſtate ; 

1 crave not wealth; for that's a load of care; 
All riches are not worth one virtuous fair ; 
Give me, ye gods! and J am truly bleſt, 

A nymph, whoſe mind by virtue is poſſeſt; 
One, who can view the world, and all its toys, 
Taſte their delights, yet think on higher joys, 
Such 1s the fair with whom, I'd paſs my days,. 
Learn to deſerve, and imitate her ways ; 
Wealth, beauty, titles, let all others ſhare, 
Give me a virtuous and accompliſh'd fair. 


On Capt. Rodney's Marriage with Miſs Harley. 


Pair ſo nicely match'd, exceeds all ſtory, 
Where LusT of gain, unites with Lus r of glory. 


Gerte dete Foetortacks ter Kerker Ke 


An Evitaph on Mrs, Hillary. 


3s WE . . | . 
| IS not becauſe this woman's virtue dies, 


That this braſs tells e ANN HILLARY 


lies ; 
Her name's Jong live? d, by all hs. 15 3 
The weeping poor ery —HilLaky TERM is ended. 


The: 
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De CONTRAST. 


HEN heav'ns imperial beauties ſtood, 
Reveal'd to Paris eyes ; | 
Their charms in deep ſuſpenſe he view'd, 
Still doubting whole the prize. | 


Thus, loſt in beauty's maze, I trace, 
Mild FLORA“s ſober mein; 
When Miz a's gay and ſprightly grace, 
Adorns the rival ſcene. 


Enthron'd in Flor a's penſive brow, 
A PaLiLaswelurvey ; 3 8 
In Mir A's cheek the Cupids glow, 
The ſmiles of Venus play. 


In manners grave, and tempers ſweet, 
See, FLoRA how ſerene ; 
Each look, each geſture, how diſcreet ! 
How pure each thought within. 


Lo! Mira, chearful, airy, ſmart, 
In native humour gay; 

Each ſmile the emblem of her heart, 
Bright as the god of day. 


* 


FLora'sTeſerve and decency, 
| Our reaſon bids approve ;. 
And Mix a's ſweet vivacity, 
| Inſpires the warmth of love. 
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My 
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My friendſhip then, my beſt eſteem, 
To FLORA, I reſign; | 
Mik A! thou dear enchanting whim |! 


My raviſh heart, be thine. 


[NOTE dr dy f di de d :x i i 


On a Tombſtone in Eſſex. 


ERE hes the man Richard, 
And Mary his wife ; | 
Their ſirname was Prichard ; 
They liv'd without ſtrife; 
And the reaſon was plain-— _ 
They abounded in riches ; 
They, nor care had, nor pain 
And the wife WORE THE BREECHES, 


2 
28 


moderate Wh. 


F wealth, ye powers! I want but little ſtore, 
One cent. per annum, and I aſk no more; 

Give me content enough thro' life to paſs, 

By turns, a friend, a thought, a book, a glaſs ; 

A verdant walk inductive to ſome ſhade, 

Not form'd by art but by kind nature made; 

A pond and on its bank a woodbine bower, 

A little garden ſtor'd with every flower ; 

A female mate with virtue-ſparkling eyes, 

Her looks be modeſt, and ber mind be wile ; 

Of converſation innocently gay, 

And manners gentle as the breath of May ; 

Friend to my friends, a bitter foe to ſtrife, 

Kind to my children, and to me, a wife. 


Ferſes 
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m_ by Sir Charles Hanbury, to Sir Fans 
loane, whe ſav'd his Life, and defired him to 
ſend over all the Rarities he could find in his 


Travels, 


INCE you, dear Doctor ſav'd my life, 
To bleſs by turns, and plague my wife; 
In conſcience Fm oblig d to do, 
What ever is enjoin'd by you; 
According then to your command, 
That I ſhould ſearch the eaſtern land, 
For curious things of every kind, 
And fend you all that I ſhall find, 
Pve ravag'd air, earth, ſeas, and caverns,. 
Men, women, children, towns, and taverns z 
And greater raytics can ſhew, 
Then Greſham's children ever knew, 
Which, carrier Dick, ſhall bring you down, 
Next time his waggon comes to town ; 
Firſt, Pve three drops of that ſame ſhower, 
Which Jove in DANA Es lap did pour; 
From Carthage brought, the ſword Þ11 ſend, 
Which brought Queen Divo to her end; 
The ſtone whereby GoLIAaTH dy'd, 
Which cures the head-ach, well apply'd; 
The fnake ſkin, which you may believe, 
The Devil caſt, who tempted Eve ; 
A hg leaf apron its the ſame, _ 
That ADpam wore to hide his ſhame, 
bl But now wants darning ;—-ÞPve beſide, 
in The ſpade by which poor ABEL dy'd ; 
| A whetitone worn exceeding ſmall, 
1 Which Time did whet his ſcythe withall ; 
4 | The pigeon ſtuff'd, which Noan ſent, 
ih To tell him where the waters went ; 
1 | A ring I've got of Sampſon's hair, 
| The ſame, which DALILA did wear ;. 


( 


Saint DuxsrAx's tongs, which ſtory ſhews, 
Did pinch the Devil by the noſe; 

The very fhaft, as all may ſee, 

Which Curio ſhot at ANTHONY; 
And which above the reſt I prize, 
A glance of CLEOPATRA'S eyes; 
Some ftrains of ELOQUENCE, which hung, 
In Roman times on TuLLY's tongue, 
Which, long conceal'd and loſt, had lain, 

3 Munk ar found them out again; 

Then I've, moſt curious to be ſeen, 
A scoxrP1oN's bite to cure the ſpleen; 
A 60a, that rightly us'd will prove, 
A certain remedy for love ; | 
As Moors cures worms, in tomach bred, 

T' ve pills cures maggots in the head; 
Pve got a ray of Phcebus' ſhine, 
Found in the bottom of a mine ; 
A Lawyer's conſcience, large, and fair, 
Fit for a judge himſelf to wear; 
Pve a choice noſtrum fit to make, 
An oath, a Catholic will take; 
In a thumb vial, you ſhall ſee, | _ 
Cloſe cork'd, ſome drops of honeſty ; | 14 
Which, after ſearching kingdoms r round, | C1 
At laſt, were in a cottage found ; 


An antidote, if ſuch there be, | 1 
Againſt the charms of flattery. 4 3 
I ha*nt collected any care, | | 1 


Of that there's plenty ev'ry where; SF} 
But after wond'rous labours ſpent, i 
Pve got one grain of rich content; 1 
This my wiſh—it is my glory — 

To furniſh your x ENACKATOR Y; 

Yow'll tell your friends to whom you owe "EM, | 
At any time whene'er you ſhow em; 

Which, may your other patients teach, 

To, know, as has done yours, C. H. 
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On ETERNITY. 


By Dr. Gibbons. 


HAT is eternity? can aught 


Tell every beam the ſun emits, 
When in ſublimeſt noon he fits ; | 
Tell every light wing'd mote that ſtrays 
Within its ample round of lays ; 

'Tell all the leaves, and all the buds, 
That crown the garden, fields and woods 
Tell all the ſpires of graſs the meads 
Produce, when ſpring propitious leads 
The new born year; tell all the drops, 
That night, upon their bended tops 
Sheds in ſhort filence, to diſplay 

Their beauties with the riſmg day ; 
Tell all the ſand the ocean laves, 

Tell all its changes all its waves ; 

Or tell with more laborious pains, 

The drops its mighty maſs contains; 
Be this aſtoniſhing account 


Augmented with the full amount 


Of all the drops the clouds have ſhned, 
Where'er their watry fleeces ſpread ; - 
Thro' all time's long protracted tour, 
From Adam to the preſent hour; 

Still ſhort the ſum ; nor can it vie 

With the more numerous years that lie 
Enboſom'd in ETERNITY. 


Paint its duration to the thought? 


Was 
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Was there a belt that could contain 
In its vaſt orb, the earth, and main, 
With figures was it cluſter'd oer, 
Without one cypher in the ſcore ; 
And would your labouring thought «hgn, 
The total of the crouded line; 
How ſcant th' amount! th' attempt how vain f 
To reach durations endleſs chain 


For when as many years are run, 
Unbounded age is but begun : 


Attend, O man, with awe divine, 
For this eternity is thine |. 
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Ode to Adverſity. 


F on this roof, high heav'n ſhould ſend, 
I Thy hand, corrective fair ; | 
Submiſſive, teach my ſoul to bend, 

But keep her from deſpair. 


Fate s awful word muſt ſure be juſt, 
Then let me kiſs the rod ; 
Nor, worn with woe, at all diſtruſt, 


The goodneſs of my God, 


The hand, who form'd my inmoſt thoughts, 


Muft needs be great and wile ; i 
And he who beft perceives my faults, _ | it 

The fitteſt to chaſtiſe. 1 
Then, till life's lateſt ſands are run, | 

O teach me, pow'r divine! 1 
To cry, my God, thy will be done, 1 


Whate'er heroines of mine, 
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To Lady Mary Wortley Montague, 
By Mr. Pope. 


N beauty or wit, no mortal, as yet, 
To queſtion your empire has dar'd ; 
But men of diſcerning, have thought that in x learning 
To yield to a Lady was hard. 


| Impertinent ſchools, with muſty dull rules, 
Have reading to females deny'd ; 

So papiſts refuſe, the bible to uſe, | 
Leſt 8 ſhou'd be wile as their guide. 


Twas a woman at firſt (indeed ſne was curſt y 
| In knowledge that taſted delight; 

And ſages agree, the laws ſhould decree, 

To the firſt of poſſeſſors, the right. 


Then bravely fair dame, reſume the old claim, 
Which to your whole ſex does belong; 
And Jet men receive, from a ſecond bright Eve, 

3 knowledge of right and of . 


But if the firſt Eve, hard doom did receive, 
When only one apple had ſhe; _ 

What puniſhment new, ſhall be found out for you, 
Who taſting, have robb'd the whole tree? 
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The COMPARISON. 


ORDELIA, fond our hearts to move, 
Forth all at once diſplays her charms ; 
Tiis at firſt fight ſhe gains our love, 

Or, not the leaſt her beauty harms. 


Far nobler arts, CLARINDA tries, 

Nor of ſuch conqueſts would ſhe boaſt ; 
She knows, what's taken by ſurprize, 

May by the next — be loſt. 


She with a ſofter easter grace, 
Kindles at firſt a gentle fire; 

Think of her mind, or view her face, 
And you N it blazing higher. 


CoRDELIA's but a ſingle feaſt, 

CLarinDa's form'd thro” life to pleaſe ; 
At every meal, ſhe mends—at leaſt— 
| Who would not chuſe the laſt of theſe ? 
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On the Death of a Mife, a notable Scold anda Shrew, 
By the Huſband. 


E lived one and twenty year, 
As man and wife together; 
I could no longer keep her here, 
She's gone -] know not whither, 


Could 


| | 6 


; Could I but gueſs I do proteſt, 
ö I ſpeak it not to flatter ; 

Of all the women in the world 
I never would come at her. 


Her body 1s beſtowed w ell, 
A handſome grave doth hide her; 5 
And ſure, her ſoul is not in hell, 
The devil would ne'er abide her. 


I rather think ſhe's ſoar'd aloft, 
For in the lait great thunder ; 

Me thought I heard her very voice, 
Rending the clouds in ſunder. 
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The. R © 8 E. 
By Mr, Philips, 


HE roſe's age, is but a day, 
Its bloom, the pledge of its decay 
Street! in ſcent; in colour bright; 
It blows at morn, and fades at night. 


Imitated by Dr. Swift. 
My age is not a moments ſtay, 
My birth, the ſame with my decay; 


I favour ill ; no colour know ; 


And fade, the inſtant that I blow. 
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The RAPTURE 
On viewing Shakeſpear's Tomb, at Stratford, 


upon Avon, 


TMMORTAL Shakeſpear ! while I view thy ſhrine, 
1 Where many a bard has been with rapture fir'd ; 
Accept theſe poor tho' grateful lays of mine, 

Theſe grateful lays thy relics have inſpir'd ; 


Great nature's mirrour ! fancy's fav'rite child, 
Whoſe wond'rous muſe could all her charms explain, 

And ſooth our ears with thy ſweet warblings wild 
Without controul o'er ev'ry paſſion reign ; 


This flow'ry wreath I hang around thy urn, 

Not deck'd with dew but with the gen'rous tear; 
And till the vital lamp ſhall ceaſe to burn, 

Thy mem'ry ſweet, I ever ſhall revere: 


Ye weeping muſes, vent the melting ſtrain ! 
Ye rural fwains an annual tribute bring ; 
Collect from ev'ry grove and flow'ry plain, 


The richeſt produce of the breathing ſpring : 


Soft zephyrs fair, your fragrant wings diſplay, 
Watt ev'ry ſweet from all the flow'rs that bloom, 
Ye fairy tribes ! who ſport in Cynthia's ray, 
' Your airy circles lead around his tomb : 


And you, ye nymphs of Avon, cryſtal ſtream, 
With willows crown'd, your ſolemn dirges fing; 

Till the laſt morn emits the ſplendid beam 
His ariel wakes him with the tuneful ſtring. 
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A Landſcape Morning. | « F 


F*HE early lark ſalutes the op'ning day, 
And calls the lab'rer to his daily toil ; To 
The meadows clad in lovely ſprings array, 


Give the firſt tribute of a fruitful ſoll : 


The ſporting flocks no longer are confin'd, 
. But joyful range o'er ev'ry fertile hill, 
The feather'd ſongſters now are all conjoin'd, 
With warbling notes, to pleaſure yonder vill. 


A verdant green adorns the hedge and trees, 
And nature in her richeſt robes is dreſt; 
The blooming flow'rs, and early budding leaves, 


TW approach of jocund May have all confeſt: 


Sure every one muſt join in awful praiſe, 
To the ſupreme omnipotent for theſe ! 
Tis he who guides us thro? life's buſy maze ! | 
"Tis he conducts us through the paths with eaſe. 
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The Maid's Reſolution, 
cc HY doſt thou frown” PALEMON cry'd, 
Dear girl with cold diſdain ?” 
« J like you not” the fair reply'd, 
I tell you flat and plain,” 
„ Then 
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Then you reſolve” return'd the youth, 
% With cruel ſcorn td make 
The man whoſe boſom burns with truth, 


“ Unhappy for your ſake.” 


Lang 


” 
«<A 


Not fo, Pd have not truth for me, 
Without return to figh ; 
For tis my fix'd reſolve” ſaid ſhe, 
© Ame 1 live and die.“ 


Lay 
** 


- 
PRI 


Excuſe me, ma' am, nor let your ſcorn, 
« My doubts,” ſaid he, * upbraid 
« That woman yet—was never born, 


% Who wiſh'd to ar a maid,” 


657 


Upon my word, that's very high 
The blooming fair reply'd ; 

“ Would you abſurdly then deny, 
0 That ſome have maidens dy' d?“ 


La) 
Lay 


The fact that soME have dy'd undone, 
I grant with ready voice; 

“ But could the ſecret truth be known, 

I think not one by cnoice.” 


The fair one bluſh'd, nor could diſown, 
The truth her lover f poke ; 

And ſmiling, while ſhe trove to frown, 
Thus prov'd her ſcorn, a joke. 


Humanity 
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Humanity and Generoſity. 


Mxote on an Extreme cold tempeſtuous Day, 


OW Boreas drives with all his hoſt, 

„ From Scandinavia's frozen coaſt; 
And, armed from the gelid pole, 

Exerts his rage on every ſoul. 1 


Hark ! how without my ſheltring doors, 
Bleak winter's fierce artillery roars ; 
Hail, ſtorm, and wind, tempeſtuous hurl'd, 
Howl o'er the waſte, and ſhake the world; 
Firm ſeated on a healthy rock 
My houſe withſtands the dreadful ſhock ; 
How pleas'd am I ! how bleft within! 
To rouſe the fire and warm my ſhin ; 
Before my face the table's ſpread, 
With wholeſome meats and chearing bread ; 
Nor when I dine, nor when I ſup, 
Want I the life reviving cup ; 
The muſe, a book, or ſocial friend, 
Aſſiſt the leiſure hours to ſpend ;' 
And more, to ſeaſon all, I find, 
- A chearful, thankful, eaſy mind; 
Ye wanton rich ! ye thoughtleſs great ! 
I envy not your lofty ſtate; _ 
While I, deſires for more ſubdue, 
J am as great and rich as you. 


Ah! little think the proud and gay, 
Who vainly ſport their time away ; 


While wealth and pow'r their tents ſurround, 
What pains, what wants, what woes abound ! 
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Ah ! little think the laughing throne, 
Whoſe ſole delight is wine and ſong; 


While they regale in coſtly room, 


How many pine in dungeon gloom ; 
And, loſt to ev'ry joy, are fed, 
With want and miſery's bitter bread. 


Ah! little think th' ambitious race, 
(W ho'd loſe their fouls to gain a place) 
While, in their lordly dooms, they ſtrut, 
How many, ſhrunk in ſordid hut, 
Hang ſhiv"ring o'er their glow-worm fire, 
Barr'd e'en what nature muſt require. 


Deluded fools ! ſuch ills as theſe, | 
Should rouſe you from your tamper'd eaſe; . 
Should tender ſympathies create, | 
And warm benevolence dilate ; 

Your friendly boſom thus inclin'd, 
Would bleſs or pity all mankind. 


But hark! —what knocking ſhakes my door 
Go, maid, and ſee—* Sir, tis the poor.“ 
The poor !—alas ! tis hard indeed, 
While we've ſupply of ev'ry need, 

That any fellow mortal ſtand, 

With belly ſtarv'd, and empty hand; 

« Here take theſe crumbs” (in haſte I cry} 
c And let 'em feed as well as I, 

« Pl] free diſpenſe, what heaven beſtows, 
«© Nor ſhut my eyes on other's woes.” 


Ye wanton rich ! ye thoughtleſs great ! 
Should fortune ſend me your eſtate ; 


I'd thank her not for all her ſtore, 
If heav'n deny'd me one thing more; 


If heav'n deny'd a generous heart, 


Thoſe favours freely to impart ; 
'That is the balm of all the reſt ; 


Since all, in bleſſing, muſt be bleſt. 
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RULES and MAX IMS 
For promoting Matrimonial Happineſs. 


Addreſſed to the Ladies in general, whether Widows, 
Wives or Spinſters. 


HE likelieſt way, either to obtain a good huſ. 
band, or keep one ſo, is to be good yqurſelf, 


Never uſe a lover ill whom you deſign to make 
your huſband, leſt he ſhould either upbraid you with 
it, or return it, afterwards; and, if you find at any 
time an inclination to play the tyrant, remember 
theſe two lines of truth and juſtice : | | 


% Gently ſhall thoſe be ruPd who gently fway'd, 
% Abject ſhall thoſe obey, æubo haughty were obey d.” 


Avoid, both before and after marriage, all thoughts 
of managing your huſband ; never endeavour to de- 
ceive or impoſe on his underſtanding ;; nor give him 
uneaſineſs, (as ſome do very fooliſhly) to try his tem- 
per; but treat him always, before hand, with ſince- 
rity, and afterwards, with affection and reſpect. 


Be not over ſanguine before marriage, nor promiſe 
yourſelf felicity without alloy; for that's impoſſible 
to be attained in this preſent ſtate of things; con- 
ſider beforehand, that the perſon you are going to 
ſpend your days with is a man, and not an angel; 
and if, when you come together, you diſcover any 
thing in his humour or behaviour that is not 1 

5 6 ther 
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ther ſo agreeable as you expect, paſs it over as a 
human frailty ; ſmooth your brow ; compole your 


temper 3 and try to amend it by chearfulneſs and 


good nature, 


Remember always, that whatever misfortunes may 
happen to either, they are not to be charged to the 
account af matrimony, but to the accidents, and in- 
firmities of human lite ;—a burthen that each has en- 
gaged to aſſiſt the other in ſupporting, and to which 
both parties arc equally expoſed ; therefore, inſtead 
of murmurs, reilections, and diſagreement, whereby 
the weight 1s rendered abundantly more grievous, 
readily put your thoulder to the yoke, and make it 
caſter to both. | | | 


Reſolve, every morning, to be good natured and 
chearful that day; and if any accident ſhould happen 
to break that reſolution, ſuffer it not to put you out 
of temper with every thing beſides, - and eſpecially 
with your huſband. | 


Diſpute not with him, be the occaſion what it 
will; but much rather deny yourſelf the trivial ſatif- 
faction of having your own will, or gaining the better 
of an argument, than riſque a quarrel, or create a 
heart-burning, which it is impoſſible to know the 
end of, | 


Be aſſured, a woman's power, as well as happineſs, 
has no other foundation but her huſband's eſteem and 
love, which, conſequently, it is her undoubted in- 
tereſt, by all means poſſible, to preſerve and increaſe. 
Do you, therefore, ſtudy his temper, and com- 
mand your own ; enjoy his ſatisfaction with him, 


ſhare and ſoothe his cares, and with the utmoſt 


diligence, conceal his inſirmities. 
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"Read 8 with dne attention, the matri- 
monial ſervice; and take care, in doing ſo, not to 
overlook the word, OBEY. 


In your prayers, be ſain to add a clauſe for grace 
to make a good wife; and at the ſame time reſolve 
to do your utmoſt endeavours towards it. 


Always wear your wedding ring, for therein lics 
more virtue than is uſually imagin'd ; —if you are 
ruffled unawares, aſſaulted with improper thoughts, 
or tempted in any kind againſt your duty, caſt your 
eyes upon it, and call to mind who gave it you, 
where it was received, and what paſſed at that 
ſolemn time, | 


Let the tenderneſs of your conjugal love be ex- 
| preſſed with ſuch decency, delicacy, decorum, and 
| er as that it may appear plainly and evident- 

y diſtinct from the deſigning fondneſs of the harlot. 


Have you any concern for your own eaſe, or for 
your huſband's eſteem? — Then havea due regard to 
his income and circumſtances in all your expenſes 
and defires ; for, if neceflity ſhould follow, you run 


the greateſt hazard of being deprived of both. 


Let not many days paſs together without a ſerious 
examination how you have behaved as a wife; and 
if, upon ſerious reflection you find yourſelf guilty oi 
any foibles or omiſſions, the beſt atonement is to be 
exactly careful of your future conduct. 


RULES 
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RULES and MAXIM S 
For Promoting Matrimonial Happineſs. 


Addreſſed to the Male Sex in general, whaiker” 
Widowers, Huſbands, or Batchelors.. 


S man was appointed by God, to be lord of the 
creation, he ſhould govern with a gentle ſway, 
and not act the part of a tyrant to his wife, children, 

or ſervants; for he who relolves't to be feared cannot 

. to be loved. 


As the woman is deemed the weaker veſſel, the 
man ſhould give grains of allowance for her frailties; 
and, if ſhe ſhould appear to him, from a miſtaken. 
notion, to be too warm in a wrong cauſe, add not 
fuel to the fire, by a ſpirit of contradiction, but let 
her paſſions ſubſide before you attempt to convince 
her of her error, and then do it with coolneſs and 
deliberation. 


Let the W give his company to his wife at his 
meals, and other times, as often as his buſineſs will 
permit, and conſult her upon all neceſſary occaſions, 
as his real friend by obſerving ſuch a conduct, he 
will be better enabled to go through the various in- 
cidents of human lite, and greatly leſſen his cares 
and anxicties. 


Whether his wife be in fickneſs or in health, re- 
member it is his duty to lo and to cheriſb her, even 
tough, ſhe may not anſwer his moſt ſanguine expec- 
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tations; and this done, no doubt will remain, bu: 
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Advice on the Choice of a Wife, 


F vou mv friend would have a wife, 
To chear the gloomy hours of life, 
And give you conſtant pleaſure ; 
The following uſeful maxims mind, 
And you in time may hope to find, 
This dear, delightful treaſure. 


Firſt look for one that's young and fair, 

With countenance devoid of care, 

And fooliſnh ffectation; 

Not one, whoſe face diſplays a gloom, 

Will make you angry with your doom, 
And give you ſad vexation. 


Be not, like common lovers, blind, 


But all her words and actions mind, 


And judge of them ſincerely; 
For if you form your choice at once, 
And ſhe ſh uld prove a ſlut or dunce, 


You will repent ſeverely. 


Let folid ſenſe, her mind inform; 


| Let gentle love her boſom warm, 


Yes, let her love you truly ; 


me will chearfully obey ſo endearing a huſband. : 
In a word, the likelieſt way for a man to obtain a 

good wife, or keep one fo, is to be good himſelf. 1 

] 
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Let 
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Let ER be void of fooliſh pride, 
Let modeſty, her actions guide, 
Or elſe, e' prove. unruly... 


Her temper mould be all ſerene, 
Free from extreams of mirth, and ſpleen, 
With no wild flights incumber d; 
For, one that now is mad with joy, 
Then ſad, or ſullen, will deſtroy, 
Your peace, with pangs unnumber'd. 


Watch how her leiſure hours ſhe ſpends, 
And if with wile and virtuous friends, 
In chearful converſation ; 
If at due times th' inſtructive page, 
In ſearch of truth her thoughts engage, 
| She has my approbation. 


When you can meet with ſuch a one, 

As I've pourtray'd, make her your own, 
Of whatſoe'er condition ; 

No wealth or honours then you'll need, 

To real bliſs they ſeldom lead, 1 
And but increaſe ambition. 
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Epitaph on Mr. William Hogarth, 
The late celebrated Painter. | 


AREWELL great painter of mankind, 
Who reach'd the nobleſt point of art; 
Whoſe pictur'd morals charm the mind, 
And thro” the eye correct the heart. 
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If thou haſt genius, reader, ſtay, 
If nature touch thee, drop a tear; 
If neither move thee, turn away, 


For Hogarth's honour'd duſt lies here. 


a. 


A Baſton Epigram.— M rote in 1774. 
To the Miniſtry. 5 


OU'VE ſent a rod to Maſſachuſet, 
| Thinking th' American's will buſs it; 
But much I fear for Britain's ſake, 
That this ſame rod will prove a ſnake, 
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The Freethinker's Faith, 


© A *Squire born, a templar bred, 
| 7 \ The bible I have never read; 
Your biſhops, down from Paul to Grindal, 
Are aſſes all to Hobbes and Tindal; 

Tolands and Woolſton's words are better, 

Than any teſtimonial letter; 
My reaſon to my will ſubſides, 
And then my paſſions are my guides, 


Let Conybeare or Sherlock write, 


With Leland for the goſpel light ; + 1 | 
| et 
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Let Weſley, Venn, and all that crew,, =_ 


From bible old, and bible new, Wl: 
With hallelujah's ſongs; of praiſe, _ . 8 
Pretend to prove, we're-lav'd by grace. 1 
Such books as theirs, I never handle, 1 
The law of nature is my candle; Wil 
The juſt reſult of fair freethinking,  _ „ 
The law of whoring, eating, drinking, Wil | 

'The law which moſt my temper ſuits, | Z 128 
I claim in eommon with the brutes ; ll j! 
is * 


True Britiſh liberty in my ſenſe/, 7 2 1 


ls but another word for licence; | = 

| 1/148 

For though the clergy would corrupt us, 4 
Poſt mortem nulla eſt voluptas. 0 | 


And with this thought my heart I cheriſh, | ji 
Proud man is like the beaſts that periſh.. ii 
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Character of a Country Fuſtice. 4 1 
TVHRO” theſe fair vallies ſtranger haſt thou ftray'di ti! | 


By any chance to viſit Harewood”s ſhade, 1 
And ſeen with honeſt antiquated air, WE 
In the plain hall the magiſtratial chair ? "ink 
There Herbert ſat, the love of human kind, ] | 4 
Pure light of truth, and temperance of mind ;- — 11 
In the free eye the featur'd ſoul diſplay d, 144 
Honour's ſtrong beam, and mercy's melting ſnade; 4 
Juſtice that in the rigid paths of law, | it 
Wou'd ſtill ſome drops from pity's fountain draw; 108 
Bend o'er her urn, with many a generous fear, | 1 
Ere his firm zeal ſhould force one orphan's tear; l 
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Faire quity, and reaſon, ſcorning art, 
And all the ſober virtues of the heart; 
Theſe fate with Herbert theſe ſhall beſt avail, 


Where ſtatutes order, or where ſtatutes fail. 


Be this, ye rural magiſtrates your plan, 
Firm be your juſtice, but be friends to man. 
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On Mr. Thomas Hammond, a Pariſh Clerk, a ] 
good Man, and an excellent Back-Gammon Play: 73 | 
was ſucceeded in his Office by a Mr. TIS» | 


V the chance of the die, 
On his back here doth lie, 
Our moſt audible cleck, Maſter mut 
Tho' he bore many men, 
Till three ſcore and ten, 
Vet, at length, he by deat! hy is back-gammor 'd, 


But hark neighbours hark 
Here again, comes the clerk; 
By a hit very lucky and „ 
With death we're now even, 
He juſt ſtept to heaven, 
And is with us again in a Trice, | IF 


Ih 


In Praiſe of Good: Liquor. 
12 ancient ſages boldly ſpeak, 


In praiſe of Adam's ale; 
But all their praiſe to me ſeem weak, 
So none will e'er prevail. 


My joys all center in a bowl, 

Well fill'd with ſaucy grog: 
And when *tis out, I loudly bawl, 

« Come, fill it up, you dog.“ 


My lazy hours I freely ſpend, 
Without one grain of ſenſe ;. 

J crack a joke with ev'ry friend, 

And thus, I uſe my pence. 
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ALL ſocial ſeaſon ! cries the man of mirth ; 

Hail happy night that gave the Saviour birth, 
© gone my glooms ! flee winkling care, and toil, 
roſy joys our loitering hours beguile !. 


Soft, ſoft-my friend ; come, weigh this query well, 


ould Chriſt deſcend again on earth to dwell, , 
ould he vouchſafe to grace the midnight feaſt, 
here reaſon's drown'd, and man transform'd to beaſt? 


On- 
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On MATRIMONY. 
An Epigram. 


| Lf OM prais'd his friend, who chang'd his ſtate, 
For binding faſt himſelf, and Katz, 
JC 3-5 
« Wedlock's the end of life,” he cry'd, 
« 'Too true alas” ſay'd Jack, and ſigh'd, 
« *Twill be the end of mine.” 


The Hard Winter 


Ro the drear regions of the north, 
(Old winter's wide domain ;) 
The inow-clad army iſſues forth, 
And claims a ſouthern reign. 


On the ſharp winds, it drives its way, 
| And cuts with keeneſt flight z 
+ -Deforms the beauty of the day, 
But brightens all the night, 


The biting froſt attendant runs, 
With deſolating power'; | , 

Deſies the force of ſouthern ſuns © 
And binds the floating ſhower, 


* 
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| 1 
Keen, from the eaſt, a bitter blaſt, ll! 
With rank deſtruction drives; | i} 
While on the ſpot on which' tis "caſt, | ll; 


Depend a thouſand lives. 


Combining force of adverſe winds _ _ 
The ſnow-built mountains pile; 1 
Half frozen crawl the village hinds, 1 
And look, and doubt the while. "nn 


2, To his poor cot, with cautious tread, 
| The ſhivering peaſant flies; 
In rapture ſeeks his humble bed, 
And lifts his grateful eyes. 


The froſt-bound rivers bear the weight, 
Of many a vent'rous elf ; 

Let each, who crouds to ſee them ſkate, 
Be careful for himſelf, 


For, like the world, deceitful ! ice, 
Who truſts it, makes them rue ; 

"Tis ſlippery, as the paths of vice, 
And quite as faithleſs too. 


"Tis virtue, which alone can charm, 1100 

| In winter's gloomy hour ; 1, 
'The rigour of its froſt diſarm, 8 it. 
And ſoften all its power. 58 
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The THAW. T 4 


N dillolves in Seni tears, 11 
| And drops her bleſſings deep; | 
The hearts pf mortals, too, ſhe chears, 1 
v7 Who laugh to ſee her weep. |; {4 
wy | While 189 
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While miſer-like ſhe ſteel'd her breaſt, 

| To teach impreſſive power; 

She robb'd us of our wonted reft, 
And froze the mid-night hour, 


Not luxury, with all her charms, 
Nor riot with its glee ; 

Could *ſcape her cloſe ſurrounding arms, 
But ah! poor penury! / 


Poor penury !—*twas thine alone, 
To feel her bittereſt bite; 
While ſtarving through the day alone, 
| And periſhing at night. 


But then, (and gracious heav'n be prais'd,) 
Her deputies ſhe ſent; 815 

The deep-ſunk eye of miſery rais'd, 
While hunger {mild content. 


Now, kinder gales their influence ſned, 
And milder breezes blow; 

The earth reſigns her fleecy bed, 
And triumphs o' er the ſnow. 


So ſhall beneficence extend, 
Her long continued ſway ; 
Her charms, eternal as their end,. 
Shall gain eternal day. 


When „cloud capt towers“ ſhall fink in duſt, 
| And. “ ſolemn temples” fali; 
The God of all the good and juſt, 
Shall patronize them all. 
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Ou TREASON. 


"REASON. doth never proſper, what's the reaſon? 


Why, when it proſpers, none dare call it 
TREASON, _. a 


RELIGION. 


ELIGION is a generous lively . 
That brightens, not deforms, the human frame; 
In the cloſe covert of the heart it lies, 

Blooms there, nor ſternly threatens in the eyes; 
An unaffected eaſe its actions grace, 

Known by the motions of the ſoul, not face; 
No ſour reſtraint, no forc'd concern it wears, 
No bidden ſighs, nor oftentatious fears; 
No ſelf-applauding ſhrugs, no cenſure, ſtrife, 
No ſpleen at all the blameleſs joys of life; 
As wide from this are virtue's native charms, 
As ſettled courage from confus'd alarms ; 

As ſolid reaſon's calm conſiderate train, 

From the wild frenzies of diſtemper'd brain. 
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HE gracious Saviour bow'd his head, 
And drew his parting breath ; 


The ſpotleſs martyr vanquiſh fin, 
And * to conquer death. 


Three days. ſo high | beheſts ordain'd, 
Death triumph'd o'er his prize; 

The hour of grace at length arriv'd, 
BEHOLp, the conqueror riſe. 


As at this glorious time he roſe, 
And wing'd to heav'n his flight; 


For endleſs ages there to fit 
en n'd in —_ of I 


Vaſt was the grace ui gave to death, 
Th” appointed ſon of God; 
That bid the Saviour feel for us, 
The keen, th' OS: rod. 


With every . thought 2 d, — 
Devotely let us raiſe; 
Our humble voice to mercy's throne, 
In never ceaſing praiſe. 


Nor is this all— che grateful life, 
Should ſpeak the thankful mind; 
While deeds of never ending good, 
Proclaim chat God is kind. 


T he. 
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The Extent of Cookery. 


HEN Polly firſt was ſent to town, 
She wore a plain round cap ; 
And flowing locks of darkiſh brown, 
Hung graceful down her back. 


But when to balls or plays ſhe hy'd, 
By London Ladies led ; | 
Her locks were rent, horſe hair ſupply'd 
The place upon her head. 


The plain round cap was caſt away, 
A roll plac'd on her brow ; 
Long lappets hung behind ſo gay, 
| Quite a-la-mode ſhe's now. 


No more ſhell of the country talk, 
But's quite a lady gay; 

Each day ſhe to the park will walk, 
At evening to the play. 


Of graceful lock ſhe craves no aid, 
- Curld horſe hair moſt avails ; 
Good Lord ! *tis ſtrange, that ladies heads 
Are onc half, horſes tails. 
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An Epitaph in Newington Church, Oxfordſhire, 
On Henry Dunch, Eſq. 
By EDMOND WALLER. 


And not. inſerted in. any of his Works, 


| ERE lies the prop and glory of his race, 

| Who, that no time his mem'ry may deface, 
His grateful wife, under this ſpeaking ſtone, 
His aſhes hid, to make his merit known; 
Sprung from an opulent and worthy line, 
Whole well us'd fortune made their virtues ſhine; 
A rich example his fair life did give, 
How others ſhou'd with their relations live; 
A pious ſon, a huſband, and a friend, 
To neighbours too his bounty did extend; 
So far, that they lamented when he dy'd, 
As if all to him had been near ally'd; 
His curious youth did men and manners know, 
Which made him to the ſouthern nations go; 
Nearer the ſun, though they more civil ſeem, 
Revenge and luxury have their eſteem; 
Which well obſerving he return'd with more 
Value for England than he had before; 
Her true religion, and her ſtatutes too, 
He practiſed, and gave to each their due? 
And the whole country griev'd for their ill fate, 
To loſe ſo good, ſo juſt a magiſtrate; 
To ſhed a tear my readers be inclin'd, 
And pray for one he only left behind; 
Till ſhe who does inherit his eſtate, 
May virtue love like him, and vices hate. 

ED MOND WALLER. 
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On Playing at the Game of Piquet. 
A Remarkable Anecdote. 


T happen'd at TunsBripce WELLs, that two 
gameſters by profeffion, the one a GERMAN, who 
calPd himſelf CounT, and the other a CREOLIAN, 
fat down to play at PIQUET ; and after they had 


played eight hours, the games were equal; when 


they at laſt reſolved to play the conquering game for 
hve hundred guineas, The CounT, who in the 


beginning of the game had been pretty fortunate, 
was younget, He wanted but one point of the 


game, and the CREOLE about forty. The CREOLE 


had in his hand three kings, and had diſcarded the 


fourth. He counted his game as it really was, and 
named only three kings; but finding that he muſt 
loſe the game unleſs he could caport his adverſary, in 
the middle of the hand, he pretended to forget how 


much he had counted; he took up his cards and 


reckoned his game anew, and in this recapitulation, 
without heſitating reckon'd FOURTEEN kings. The 


Count ſurpriz'd, ſtopp'd him in his calculation, and 


remarked his having mentioned but three kings at firſt. 
The CREOLE inſiſted upon the truth of his ſecond 
account as ſtrongly as the Count deny'd it, who 
aſſerted that he ought to abide by his firſt call. The 
diſpute grew warm, and the CounT appeal'd to the 
company; the CREOLE flew into a paſſion, and 
offered to lay fifty guineas to ſpur on his adverſary, 
and decoy him into the ſnare he laid for him; the 
Count agreed to it, and both referr'd to the judg- 
ment of the company. 'The ſpectators at * N. 
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clin'd it, as they diſcern'd the intended deceit ; yet 
as it was evident that the CREOLE had no more than 
the three kings, which he reckon'd at firſt, and as 
the queſtion regarded only the latter calculation, the 
ſpectators, at length, gave it againſt the CREOLE, 
without daring to explain the myſtery of the wager, 
and he loſt the fifty guineas. The Covunr tranſ— 
ported and deceivd by the wager, firmly believed 
that his antagoniſt had the fonr kings; concluding 
that otherwiſe he would not have riſked fifty guineas. 
He play'd according to that ſuppoſition, relying upon 
an ace in his hand, which was ſufficient to gain the 
one point he wanted; and in imagination he joined 
the e guineas to the fifty he had won.— 
The hand was play'd out, and the poor CounT ſee- 
ing himſelf ſhamefully capotted at laſt, aſked the 
CREOLE where the fourth king was, they told you, 
ſays the CREOLE, that I reckon'd but three, and it 
coſt me fifty guineas to make you believe I had four. 
« What! would you win the wager and the game 
e too—that would be too much.” The poor Count 
ſtorm'd, and ſwore. The CRBOLE puil'd back his 
chair, roſe up and walk'd off in triumph and ſatiſ- 
faction from a . juggle which every body did not 
equally approve. 
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To CONTENTMENT. 
RIGHT ſource of bliſs! whoſe cheering rays 


inſpire | 
My tender mule, and tune my trembling lyre, 
Accept, benign, this tributary lay, 
The ſole return the grateful muſe can pay. : 
| With 
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With thee, the poor who treads th* eternal ſnows 
And dreary wild of northern Lapland, glows | 
With rapt'rous joys ; although the ſun denies 
His genial influence, and forſakes the ſkies, 

Thy prefence can his frozen boſom chear, 

And make the gloom, a pleaſing aſpect wear; 
Whilſt taſtleſs grandeur and unbounded power 

Are void of charms to ſoothe the penſive hour; 
Tho! fortune ſmiles, her fav'rite ſons complain, 
And pleaſure tries her varied arts in vain, if 
| To chaſe intruding cares, if thou deny | — 
Thine heavenly aid, not India's ſtores ſupply © 1 
Our fancy'd wants, we're poor *midit heaps of wealth, -. ._- 
We ſtarve in plenty, and repine in health. 
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Tho' ſhunning oft the pageanty of ſtate, 
Thou ſeeks with poverty, a calm retreat; 
And oft beneath the hermit's moſs- grown cell, 
Far from the buſy world delights to dwell; | 
Thou can'ft the rugged path of greatneſs ſmooth, 
Soften diſtreſs, or real anguiſh ſoothe. 
With thee, true bliſs in every ſphere we find, 
Alike are bleſt, the hero or the hind ; 
Like joys attend the helm of ſtate or plow, 
The monarch's crown fits eaſy on his brow, 
The captive ſlave forgets his galling pains, 
Exalts in bondage, and enjoys his chains; 
Not ſo the wretch deny'd thy chearing ray, 
Sullen he mourns the joyleſs tedious day 
Inceſſant ills aſſault his forming eyes, 
And round, imaginary horrors riſe, 


So when the glorious ruler of the day, 

Whoſe chearful preſence makes all nature gay, 

From lofty cancer darts his noontide beam, 

Leſs then the life our ſhorten'd ſhadows ſeem ; 
But when at eve the ſolar rays deſcend, _ 

With parting light the ſtalking ſhades extend ; 

Till darkneſs ſpreads her ſable pinions wide, 

And o'er the green the fear-form'd ſpectres glide. 
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As thro? this life's uncertain courſe I ſteer, 


Celeſtial maid ! in every varying ſphere 
Vouchſate thine aid; or, if I ſwiftly glide 


Down the ſmooth ſtream, or ſtruggling, ſtem the tide; 


It proſp'rous gales ſhall fill my ſwelling fail, 
Or adverſe winds and raging ſtorms aſſail 
My little bark, of every wave the ſport, 
Be thou my guide, and teach me to ſupport 
W th eaſe and modeſty the pomp of ſtate, 
Or meet, unmov'd, the harih decrees of fate. 


ehorkeotortorkectuckocto hooks cherkecterts #eckookecto 


The Hermit and Pilgrim. 


URN gentle Hermit of the dale. 
And guide my lonely way ; 
To where yon taperchears the day, 
With hoſpitable ray. 


For, here, forlorn, and loſt II tread, 
With fainting ſteps and ſtow ; 

Where wilds unmeaſurably ſpread, 
Seem length'ning as they go. 


Forbear my ſon, the Hermit cries, 
To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

For yonder phantome only flies, 

To lure thee to thy doom. | 


Here, to "the houſeleſs child of want, 
Muy door is open ſtill; 

And though my portion is but ſcant, 

. I give it with good will. | 
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'Then turn to night, and freely ſhare, 
Whate er my cell beſtows ; 

My ruſhy couch, and frugal fare, 
My blefling, and repoſe. 


No flocks, that range the valley free, 
To ſlaughter I condemn ; 
Taught by that power that pities me. 
I learn to pity them. ö 


But from the mountains glaſſy ſide. 
A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 

A ſcrip with herbs and fruit ſupply'd, 
And, water from the ſpring. 


Then Pil grim turn, thy cares foregoe, 
For earthborn cares are wrong ; 
Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little, long. 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 

His gentle accents fell; 

The grateful ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far ſhelter'd ina glade obſcure, 
The medeſt manſion lay; 
A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
And ſtrangers, led aſtray. 


No ſtores within its humble thatch, 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 

The door juſt op'ning with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now when worldly crouds retire, 
To revel, or to reſt ; 

The Hermit trim'd his little fire, 
And chear'd his penſive gueſt, 


And 
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And ſpread his vezitable ſtore 
| And gayly preſt, and ſmil'd; 
And ſkilld in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguiPd. 


Around in ſympathetic mirth, 
Its tricks, the kitten tries ; 


The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 


The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart 


To ſooth the ſtranger's woe; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


His riſing cares, the Hermit *ſpy'd, 
With anſwering care oppreſt; 


And whence, unhappy youth, he cry' 


The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


From better habitation's ſpurn'd, 
Reluctant doſt thou rove ; 


Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 


Or unregarded love ? 


Alas! the joys that fortune gives, 
Are trifling, and decay ; 


And thoſe who prize the paltry things, 


More trifling are, than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to ſleep; 


A ſhade, that follows wealth or fame, 
But leave the wretch to weep... 


And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
The haughty fair one's jeſt; 


On earth, unſeen, and only found, 


To warm the turtle's neſt, 


Vo! 


WOES 


For ſhame fond youth! thy ſorrows huſh, 

| And ſpurn the ſex, he faid ; 
But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh, 
The baſhful gueſt betray'd. 1 dn 


The Hermit ſees ſuch beauties riſe, 

| Expanding to the view 

Like clouds that deck the morning lies, 
"8 bright, as tranſient, too. 


Her looks, her 15. her panting breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms; 
The lovely ſtranger ſtands con feſt, 
A maid in all her charms, 


- 


And ah ! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn ſhe cry'd ; 
Whole feet unhallow'd thus intrude, 
Where hea\'n and you reſide. 


But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
Whom love has taught to fray ; 
Who ſecks for reſt, but finds deſpair, 


Companion of her way. 


My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 
A wealthy Lord was he; 

And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
He had but only me. 


To win me from his tender arms, 
Unnumber'd ſuitors came ; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And felt or feign'd a flame. 


Each morn, the gay fantaſtic croud, 
With richeſt proffers ſtrove ; 
Among the reſt, young Epwin bow'd, 
But never talk'd of love, 
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In bumble, ſimpleſt habit clad, 

Nor wealth, nor pow'r had he; 
A conſtant heart was all he had, 

But that was all to me. 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 
By dews of heav'n refin'd ; 

Could nought of purity diſplay, - 
To emulate his mind. 


The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
With charms inconſtant ſhine ; 


Their charms were his, but woe to me, 


Their conſtancy was mine. 


For, ſtill I try'd each fickle art, 
Importunate and vain ; 

And while his paſſion touch'd iny heart, 
I triumph'd in his pain. | 


Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 


He left me to my pride; 
And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret, where he dy'd. 


But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life ſhall pay ; 
T'11 ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, _ 
And ſtretch me where he lay. 


And there forlorn, deſpairing, hid, 


Pl lay me down and die; 
"Twas ſo, for me, that Epwin did, 
And ſo, for him will I. 


And claſp'd her to his breaſt ; 
The wond'ring fair one turn'd to chide, 


"Twas EpwWIX “s ſelf that Preſt. 


Thou ſhalt not thus, the Hermit er., 


Turn 
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Turn AnGEt1Na ever dear, 
My charmer, turn to ſee ; 

Thy own, thy long loſt Epw1n here, 
Reſtor'd to love, and thee. 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And ev'ry care reſign ; 

And ſhall we never, never part, 
9 thou! —my all that's mine. 


No never from this hour to part, 
We'll live, and love fo true; 
The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart, 
7 Shall break thy Epwin's too. 


.d. 


The BROWN JUG; 
Or, Toby reduc d. 


? EAR Tom this brown Jug, that now foams 
ö with mild ale, 
bh which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 

as once Toby Fillpots a thirſty old foul, 

cer drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowt's 

boozing about *twas his prarſe to excel, 

( among jolly topers he bore off the bell ; 

125 as in dog days he fat at his caſe, 

his low'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; 
ih a friend, and a pipe, puffing ſorrows away, | . 
ſoaking with honeſt old ſtingo, his clay ; b 
breath- doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 


d he dy'd full as big as a Dorcheſter butt; | | | q 
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His body, when long in the ground it was lain, 
1 And time into clay had reduc'd it again, 
A potter found out, in its covert ſo ſnug, 
1 And, with part of fat Toby he form'd. this brown jug, 
| Nou ſacred to friendſhip, and mirth, and mild ale, 
So kere's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


4 


DJ OE OO 


E PEAK PH, 
By a Gentleman to the Memory of his Laty. 


AREWELL, my beſt belov'd, whoſe heav'nly 

* mind, 

Genius and virtue, ſtrength with ſoftneſs j Join 'd; 

Devotion undebas'd by pride or art, 

With meck fimplicity, and joy of heart; 

Tho ſprightly, gentle; tho' polite, ſincere, 

And only of thyſelf a judge ſevere; 

Unblam'd, unequal'd in each ſphere of life, 

The dere daughter, ſiſter, parent, wife; 

In thee, their patroneſs, th' afflicted loſt; 

Thy friends, their patron, ornament, and boaſt; 

And I—but ah ! can words my loſs, declare, 

Or paint th” extremes of tranſport and deſpair ; 

O thou, beyond what verſe or ſpeech can tell, 

My Balle, my friend, my beſt belov'd, farewell! 


On 
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On the Love of Ixsbs. 
By a Lady. 
'LL carve thy paſſion on the bark, 


And every wounded tree, 
Shall droop and bear ſome myſtic mark, 
That Jeſus dy'd for me. 


The ſwains ſhall wonder when they read, 
Inſcrib*d thro” all the grove ; 
That heav'n itſelf came down and bled, 


To win a mortal's love. 


Come Lord, and nevea from me go, 
This world's a darkſome place; pA 
I find no pleaſure here below, 1 


When thou doſt veil thy face. 


!!!... 


The L OR D's PRAYER, 


Paraphraflically werſified, 12 
By Mr. T. LONG. 


B. pleas'd among thy bleſt elect to gather 


Our ſouls unto thyſelf, great God !—ovr Father,. 
All thanks and praiſe ſhall be for ever given 
To our great God, the God—avhich art in Heaven, 
L Thy: 
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Thy goodneſs made and governs the whole frame 
Of beings, therefore - hallowed be thy Name; 
Let fin no longer ſeparate us from 
Thy grace, but ſpeedily—2y Kingdom come, 
Let thy commands be diſobey'd by none, 
But thy good pleaſure, — awill be done, 
And let our promptneſs to obey be even 
The very ſame — ix Earth, as it is in Heaven, 
For preſent life's ſupport, O Lord, we pray 
To thy good providence, — give us this Day 
The food wherewith thy children's ſouls are fed, 
Our bodies raiment, and our daily Bread, 
From ſenſe of guilt, Oh ! graciouſly relicv2 us, 
Pity our human frailties, and forgive us 
Whatever we have done, which may diſpleaſe 
Thy ſacred Majeſty our T reſpaſſes, 
And for as much, O Lord, as we believe 
'That thou will pardon us, — as we forgive, 
Make us forgive, however numerous, | 
The faults of — them that treſjaſs againſt US, 
Whatever ſchemes our enemy may plot 
Againſt our ſouls, defeat, — aud lead us not 
To trials, which may hazard our Salvation, 
To ſatan's buffettings, — ut Temptation. 
Let not the ſoul of any true believer ; 
Fall in the time of trial, —— ut deliwer, 
Yea, ſave us from our enemy, the devil, 
And, both in life and death, keep, — us from Ew: 

Theſe bleſſings crave we, Lord, of thee, from who: 
They may be had, for thine is the kingdom, 
The world is of thy works the wond'rous ftory, 
Thine both is and the Poaver and the Glory, 
The throne of righteous judgment, which ſhall neve* 
Know end, but ſtand — for ever and fer ever. 
Thus prays the church, now militant, O when ! 
Shall we in heaven, triumphant ſay, — AMEN. 


An Invitation 
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An INVITATION 
To take a Mornings Walk. 


URORA's roſeat bloom the morning gilds, 
And boundleſs beauty paints the verdant fields; 
With ſweeteſt notes the warbling larks ariſe, 

To welcome infant day, and greet the ſkies ; 

The rural ſcenes their proſpects wide extend, 
And gales ambrofial cheer the mules friend; 

Tir'd of gay trifles, loſt to empty ſtrife, 

To all the pomp, and all the toils of life; 

How ſweet to range thro? meads, and verdant groves, 
Where amorous turtles coo their faithful loves ; 
Where Zephyrs breathe, and all around diſpenſe 
Effluvia's {weet, ſo pleaſing to the ſenſe ; 

Here nature's face ſo various and ſo gay, 

The deity's great wiſdom muſt diſplay ; 

While the heart ſwells with love, is big with joys, 
And praiſe alone the grateful thought employs ; 
Come, Lucia, come, dear tender beauteous fair, 
Each proſpect ſhines more bright when thou art here; 
See! roſy health inhabits every field, 

Then taſte the bliſs that innocence can yield; 

See like a beauteous bride the earth appears, 

With fruits and flow'rs, a chearful aſpect wears; 
No longer then delay, enjoy the prime, 

Come, faireſt, walk with me, be ever mine J. 
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Fiuud in a Country Church Yard. 
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A Paradoxical Epitaph. 


OT born, not dead, not chriſt'n'd, not begot, 
Lo! here ſhe lies, that was, and that was not; 
She was born, baptiz'd, is dead, and what is more, 
Was in her life, not honeſt, nor a whore; 

Reader, behold ! a wonder rarely wrote, 
And while thou ſeems to read, thou readeſt not. (Wh 
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F death doth come, as ſoon as, breath departs: 14 
Then he mult often die, who often farts ;. TH 
And if to die, is but to loſe one's breath, Wa i! 
Then death's a fart, and ſo a fart for death. 1 
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A Scotch Proclamation of a Fair. 


Ves! and that's ya' time O yes and that's twa 
times; O yes! and that's theird, and laſt time. 


All manner of pearſon, and pearſons whatſoever, 
let 'um draw near, and I ſhall let them kenn, that 
their is a fair to be held, at the muckle town, of 
LaxoHOL M, for the — of aught days; wherein, 


2 is: 
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if any hunſtrun, cuſtrun, landlouper, dubſcouper, 
or gang thee gate ſwinger, ſhall bread any rabble- 
ment, or ſquabblement; he ſhall have his lugs, tacked 
to the muckle trone, with a nail of twa' a penny, 
until he down of his hobſhanks, and up with his 
muckle doaps, and pray to hea'n, neen times ; God 
bleſs the King, and thrice the muckle Lord of REL- 
TON, paying a groate to me JEMMY FERGUSON, 
Bailie of the aforeſaid mannor. So you have heerd 
my proclamation ; and III haam to my dinner. 


2 
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A whimſical Attorney's Bill. 


Bill of charges, juſtly due, 
From A. B. C. . . 


Attending for inſtructions, when, 
Your honour bid me call again. 
Thelikeattendance(time the {ec ond) 
Which, as before, is fairly reckon'd. 
Taking inſtructions, given to me, 
For drawing up, your pedigree. 


Peruſing ſaid inſtructions to, | 


* 


Conſider, whether right Or no. 

You form the ſcale in ju} perfection, 
J therefore only charge inſpection. 
Drawing up pedigre= complete, 
Fair copy (cloſely wrote) one ſheet. 
Attending to examine ſame, 


And adding Tom to William's name. & © 
Addendum of Sir Darcy's birth; - 0: 6: 
Paid porters, coach-hire and ſo forth, O: $2 
Fair copy of this bill of coſt, < PT 
Another, for the firſt was loſt; -0 : 2 : 
Advice, 
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Advice, time, trouble, and my care, 1 _—_— 
* . I . O ' e 

In ſetling this perplex'd affair. | 1 
Writing receipt at foot of bill; 03:18 4 | 


My clerk—but give him what you will 
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Receiv'd of A. B. C. 3 


The full contents, what can be more ſaid. 


F. U. 

.. Nu. &. 14 

| 1 

| BY ©; 

{Wi 

An Iufeription upon the Seſſion's Houſe, at Spittle 111 
in Lincolnſhire, M4 

| 30 

| . 

ACCE domuſtar, amat, punit, conſervat, 4. 

-- honont,.:. -*- WH 
3 pacem, crimina, jura, bonos. 1620. 1 

In Engliſh thus werſified.. ['% 

in Engliſh thus ven Wilt þ 

. . : | | J 1 
This court does right, loves peace, preſerves the laws, 1 
Detects the wrong, rewards the righteous cauſe. | | 
| ö by 

- 121488 

Tom Bedlam's Sentiments on Marriage, wer: 
NCE a madman was aſked, if a wife he had ? þ 


A wife ! quoth he, - no! I'm not quite ſo mad. 
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ritten on a Window at Falmouth, 


Have ſeen the ſpecious vain Frenchman, the truck- 

ing ſcrub Dutchman, the tame loſt Dane, the 
ſturdy ſelf-righted Swede, the barbarous Ruſs, the 
turbulent Pole, the honeſt dull German, the pay- 
fighting Swiſs, the ſubtle ſplendid Italian, the 
ſalacious Turk, the ever-warring lounging Malteſe, 
the piratical Moor, the proud cruel Spaniard, the 


bigotted baſe Portugueſe ; all their countries: and 


hail again old England ! my native land. 


Reader, whether Engliſhman, Scotchman, or Iriſh- 


man, rejoice in the freedom that is the felicity of thy 


own country, and maintain jit ſacred to poſterity. 
N. N. AE 3/2 a SPAR 


1 remarkable Advertiſement paſted on one of the 
Poſts of a Coffee- Houſe, and wrote in a fair 
Law Hand. | | 


ANTED a clerk to an eminent Attorney, 

in great practice; he muſt be a maſter of 
common law, in its ſeveral branches; underſtand 
conveyancing; and know ſomething about court 
keeping; he muſt be likewiſe ſkill'd in chancery 
buſineſs; no objection to him, though he knows 
latin; no objection to any thing, but a Scotchman, 
or 


„ 


or a Yorkſhireman ; he muſt bear confinement, and 
bruſh his maſter's coat; as to the ſhoes, he will 


never be deſired to do them, except, when the foot- 
boy 1 is out of the way; ſuch a perſon, by applying 


at the bar, may hear of a good place. 


N. B. If he underſtands the management of horſes,” 


ſo much the better ; and as there are no daughters in 
the family, no objection to a genteel young man. 
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A true Copy of a Painter's Bill at Cirenceſter, 
delivered to the Church-Wardens N an ad- 
joining Pariſh, 


R. CHARLES FEREBEE (Churchwarden of 


Siddlington) to JosEPH Cooke, Dr. 


To mending the commandments, alter- 
ing the belief, and making a newp 1:1: 0 
Lord's prayer 88 
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On Mr. Mood, Dyer at Leeds. 


'Y waiſtcoate I ſent to the dyer, 
He ſaid he was ill, I muſt ſtay ; 3 


Sure no one can call him a lyar, 


For he Om" himſelf, the next day. 


A PROLOGUE, | 
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A PROLOGUE, 
FU rit and Halen by Mr. Wodward, on his firſt 
Appearance at Covent Garden Theatre , in the 


Character of Marplot, after having been Manager 
at Dublin, four Years. 


EHOLD! the prodigal—return'd—quite ta tame 
And (tho' you'l hardly think it) full of ſhame ; 
Aſham'd! ſo long, to have left my patrons here, — 
On random ſchemes the Lord knows what, & where? 
With piteous face, (long ſtranger to a grin) 
Receive the penitent—and let him in ! 
Forgive his errors—ope the friendly door, 
And then he's * yours, and $ yours, and þ yours, as 
heretofore ; 

6 Ye Gods, what havock does ambition make!“ 
Ambition! drove me to the grand miſtake !. 
Ambition! made me mad enough to roam 
But now I feel (with Joy) that home, is home; 
Faith, they put powder in my drink d'ye ſee, 
Or elſe, by Pharaoh's foot, it cou'd not be ! 
Be like, Queen Mab touch'd me, at full o'th moon, 
With a field marſhal's—manager's battoon ; 
And ſo I dream't of riches — honour-—pow'r— 
*T was but a dream tho'—and that dream is oer. 
How happy now, I walk my native ground! 
Above,— below—nay faith ! all. round and round; 
I gueſs ſome pleaſures, in your boſoms burn, 
To ſee the prodigal, poor ſon return. 
Perhaps, I'm vain tho'—and the caſe miſtake, 
No—no—yes—yes, for old acquaintance ſake, 


Some 
* Pit—y Box—ft Gallery. 


To 
De 


Some generous hoſpitable ſmiles you'l ſend, 
Beſides, I own my faults, and mean to mend; 
They ring“ - how ſweetly that ſalutes my ears. 
After an abſence of four tedious years ; 
MarxPLOT to night—fo ſays the bill of fare, 
Now waits your pleaſure, with his uſual air, 
Oh! may I act my part ſtill o'er and ver, 

But never be the Bus BODY more. 


The Warning Bell rings. 
+ Pointing to a Play Bill, 


oss > 


An EPITAPYH, 
On the Death of a favourite Parrot, that was found 
in a neceſſary Houſe. 


TERE, ſafe lies interr'd, the remains of a bird; 
Who ſubmits toall. conquering fate; 
Whoſe maſter took care, to teach it to ſwear, 
As his miſtreſs had taught it to prate. 


If complaint ſhould be made, of the place where 
he's laid, | | 
Poor Betty is only in fault ; 5 
Poor Betty to ſave, th' expence of a grave, 
Thought proper to chuſe it a vault. 


To preſerve it dear fame, for time without name, 
His miſtreſs ſtill kinder and kinder; 
Declar'd with a tear, ſhe'd never come here, 
Without leaving ſomething behind her, 
| | WW © 
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On being preſented with an Apple by a young Lady. 


N apple caus'd our preſent ſtate, 
And by inevitable fate, 
Condemn'd us all to die; 
But it that apple was ſo fine, 
And came from ſuch a hand as thine, 
Who from its charms cou'd fly ? 


How can I then old Adam blame, 
Who ſurely wou'd have done the ſame, 
Had you the apple given ? 
I ſhould, like him, without diſpute, 
Have eaten the forbidden fruit, 
And loſt, for you, a heav'n.. 


DOD \ 45 & NN e 
Oe ARR N. NN OPIN 


Ts: LADY. Ar n, 


rote Extempore in the Pump- Room. 
By the late HENRY FIELDING, Eſq; 


OON, ſhall thoſe bounteous ſprings, thy wiſh 
beſtow, 
Soon, in each feature, ſprightly health ſhall glow ; 
Thy eyes regain their fire, thy limbs their grace, 
And roſes join the lillies in thy face; 
But ſay, ſweet maid, what waters can remove, 


The pangs of cold deſpair, or hopeleſs love ? 1 
The 


f N 


The deadly ſtar, which lights th ne ſkies; 

\ Shines not ſo bright, ſo fatal to thoſe eyes! 
The pains, which, from their influence, we endure, 
Not Fothergill or Pringle” s art, can cure. 
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Written at Sea. 
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O more in error's path PII ſtray, 
Nor wanton in the deathful way, It | 
That leads the ſoul to hell; 1 

I hear, O God, I hear thy call, | | I $f! 

And thy unbounded mercies all | 

x My days to come ſhall tell. " 
To thee, I'll heave the frequent ſigh, 4 
To thee, PII lift the ſtreaming eye; Ht 
O! while I pour the briny tear, Wi: 
Accept my penitence lincere ! 1 


* 
n. — 
_— CT ASCO 
— 
— 


While ſtorms and tempeſts rage around, | E | 
And not a human heart is found at: 
Devoid of fear and dread ; | if 
Tis thine to bid the ſea be till : | 1 
Thou ſpeak'ſt, and at thy mighty will, | 
Lo! every danger's fled. F 
Then morning, noon, and night, PII rale | | 
Thy name in never ceaſing lays, | * 
And tell how gracious thou haſt been, 1 
In ſaving thus the child of ſin. | {18 


From thee my ſoul ſhall never eye, 
And, O!] do thou the lite preſerve 
| Which firſt thyſelf beſtow'd ; 
Put 
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Put far away my crimes, good Lord, 
Nor let me, truſting in thy word, 

Sink down beneath the load. 
Stretch out thy all protecting hand, 
To guard me, both by ſea and land; 
And as thou brought'ſt me from the womb, 
Conduct me ſpotleſs to the tomb. 
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Lines, ſent to a Young Lady, with a Silver Ring, 
to wear as an Antileptic. 


F ever ring poſſeſs'd a charm, 
The ills of nature to diſarm, 
And ſhield its wearer from all harm, 

May this oxE prove propitious ! 


Let her, for whom it is deſign'd, 

(The lovelieſt of the lovely kind) 

Each added day, new pleaſures ſind, 
To crown her deareſt wiſhes. _ 


* beetle ode eee. 


Found in the Pocket Book of a Young Gentleman 
who put an End to his own Exiſtence. 


FHs life is but an empty bubble, 
'The ſame dull round of care and trouble ;. 
Men believing, girls deceiving, ' 
Wives intriguing, knaves inveighin g, 
O life! I'm tired quite of thee, 


Come, death, and give variety ? 
| Verſes 
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Verſes by a Hung Gentleman on preſenting a Pair 


of Sciſſars ta a Lady, whom he after married. 


O, poliſh'd engine, to my fair, 
1 And, form her robes, with eaſy air, 
0 As nature's handmaid dreſs'd; 
Obedient move, as fancy draws, 
O'er muſlin or tranſparent gauze, 
T o ſhade her lovely breaſt. 


Deem not, dear maid ! the gift unkindz 
By mutual love, our hearts entwin'd, 
No ſciflars &er can ſever ; 
Thy virtue pure, thy form divine, 
Thy gentle goodneſs hold me thine, 
For ever, and for ever, 


n me 0002020 
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M pleas d to pleaſe my friend, while the; 
1 No leſs is pleas'd, in pleaſing me; z 

If pleaſure, pleaſing me is none, 

I am not pleas'd, to pleaſe alone ! 

When pleaſureis, by pleaſure, met, 

Pleas'd, pleaſure, pleaſure, will beget ; 

If pleafure, lonely, wiſhing lies, 

Diſpleas'd, it languiſhes and dies; 

When pleaſure's gone (be pleas'd to ſay) 

How long e ner d, will friendſhip ſtay ? 2 
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To ſing of Sylvia, lovely maid, 
Requires 0 fabled muſe's aid; 


Her charms can in ſpiration give, 
And make ber poet's numbers live. 


Venus! thy 1 chin of beauty vield, 
Nor dare diſpute with her the field ; 
Thou ne'er hadſt won the golden prize, 
Had Paris view'd my Sylvia's eyes. 


In vain the graces would compare 
With her for face, for ſhape, and air; 
In Pallas? ſelf, alas! we find 

But a weak emblem of her mind. 


The crimſon bluſh that paints the ſkies 
When all-enlivining morn ſhall riſe ; 
Is but a faint attempt to'ſhow, 

TI roſes on her cheeks that glow. 


The lilly, pleaſing to the Fight, 

May boaſt, indeed, its virgin white ; 
But Sylvia's breaſts much lovelier dawn, 
Beneath their envious viel of lawn. 


O Jove, and all ye pow'rs ! my wage 
Accept, and make the maid your care; 
Day, after day, improve her charms, 
Till time ſhall give her to my arms. 
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ER blooming looks confeſs the Cyprian Queen; 
And coy Diana chaſtens all her mein; 
She ſpeaks the goddeſs with the azure eyes; 
And, all the muſes in her voice ſurprize ; 14 
While in each awful motion is expreſt, —_ 
A Juno, in the zone of Venus dreft, | ' 
| 


On me, O love, the charming fair beſtow, | 
And I will ever at thy altars bow; ti 
To me, O pow'r rever'd, her heart incline, 1 
That I may call theſe heav'nly graces mine; Wi 
Then each new ſun, that wakes her brighter eyes, | 
Shall ſee celeſtial charms, thy ſacrifice, 


% ING SS IN I SI I I So I AY ANA, E 


A Receipt to be Happy. | 18 

OW pleaſant is it to behold on ſhore, ' | 4 

1 The driving bark, and hear the billows roar ! | 45 
Not that m pleas'd with other men's diſtreſs, | I, 
But glad to find, the load I bear is lels ; | ( 
While all the fools, and more than half the wile, th 
Are puzzled at the bugbcar word, Exciss ; p 
„ 00 Serene, } 

1 


1 
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Serene, I live a private country mouſe, | 
Nor * Officers, nor coxcombs haunt my houſe ; | &. 
While cringing candidates at ev'ry gate, | | 
Bow co the fools, and knaves, they ſcorn and hate; 

While doubtful miniſters th' exchequer drain, 

And count the heads of Parliament with pain ; 

How bleſt am I, in this my humbler ſphere, 

Who nothing have to aſk, or aught to fear. 


You'] wonder now, my friend, and well you may, PR 
By all this doggrel chat I mean to fay ; 54 | 
Why, this I mean, and thus, my moral ſtate, 

Thoſe evils we complain of, we create; 

Man perſecutes himſelf with pains and care, 

Works his own woe, when providence wou'd ſpare ; 
Tis avarice, 'tis pride, 'tis luſt of power, 
Torments the wretch with many a joyleſs hour; 

In vain we drudge, in vain we fondly roam, 

For, true content 1s only found at home ; 

In our own breaſt, the happy goddeſs lies, 

And freely grants her favours to the wile. 


* Exciſe Officers. 
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F there's a man in heart and tongue ſincere, 

To virtue faithful, and in judgment clear ; | U 
Gay without folly, learn'd without the ſhew, ; a 
Unlike the ſloven ; more unlike the beau; | *. 
Amidſt whoſe manly features are expreſt, | T 
The ſoſt emotions of the tender breaſt ; | At 
Tc him, my freedom gladly Pd reſign ; T; 
His joys, his ſorrows, only ſhou'd be mine. 
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DAMON aud DEL IA. | 
im 
10H - 
ELL me, my Delia, tell me why, 11 
My kindeſt, fondeſt looks you fly ? | | i 
What means this cloud upon your brow ? | A 
Have I offended ? tell me how ? _ lk . 
Some change has happen'd in your heart, N 
Some rival there, has ſtol'n a part; | | . 
Reaſon, theſe fears, may diſapprove ; ; ; | ' 
But yet J fear, becauſe I love. | | | 1M 
D EL: is 4 A 
Firſt, tell me, Damon, why to day, | | I} 
At BELviDERa's feet you lay? - 13m 
| j 
Why, with ſuch warmth, her charms you Prais d, 1 
And every trifling beauty rais'd ; | 19 
As, if you meant to let me ſee, 
Your flattery is not all for me? 
Alas ! too well, your ſex I knew, 
Nor, was ſo weak to think you true. 
D AM O * 17 
Unkind! my fal ſhood to upbraid, f 


When, your own orders I obey'd ; 

You bid me try, by this deceit, | 

The notice of the world to 9 53 | Ef 
And hide beneath another name, | 

Ine ſecret of our mutual flame, 
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Damon, your prudence, I confeſs, PD 
But let me with, it had been leſs ; | 7 
Too well the lover's part you play'd, 
With too much art, your court you made; 
Had it been only art, your eyes 
Would not have join dt in the diſguiſe. 


D A M O N. 


Ah! ceaſe thus idly to moleſt, 

With groundleſs fears thy virgin breaſt, 
While thus at fancy'd wrongs you grieve, 
To me, a real pain you give, 


D R 1 1 A: 


Tho? well I might your truth diſtruſt, 
My fooliſh heart believes you juſt ; 
Reaſon, this faith, may diſapprove, 

But I believe, becauſe I love, 1 5 


Seer berke e erke er forkechoohoo oheofrtects 
Epitaph on Lapy MolLESswoR TH, 


ho was burnt to Death by a Fire which broke out 
in her Dwelling Houſe, London, 6th May 1763. 


Peerleſs matron, pride of female li 
In ev'ry ſtate, as widow, maid, or wife; 
Who wedded to threeſcore, preſerv'd hes fame, 


| She liv'd a Phoenix, and expir'd in flame. 6 
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5 OW {ſweet a torment *tis to love! 
J And ah! how pleaſant is the pain 
I wou'd not, if I cou'd\, remove, 
And now put off the amorous chain. 
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Tho' Kitty's eyes do give me laws, 

And me of liberty beguile ; 
„I, like a Martyr, love my cauſe, 
And on my fair tormentor ſmile. | " 
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The CONCLUSION. |F 


Being a Parody on Prior s Anacreon. 
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By the EDITOR. 


ET *em cenſure what care I? 1044 
| The herd of ſnarlers I defy ; | Þ: 
Let 'em bawl, and bounce, and huff; ' 1 
And call it all confounded ſtuff; 1 = 
Not caledonian poet, ALLAN 
(Renowned Ramsay, canty CALLAN ;) 
Nor PoyPe, nor Sw1FT, nor e'en MaTT PRIOR 
Cou'd "ſcape the venom of their ire; 


Vor. II. 8 Why 
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. Why then ſhau'd I my chance bewail > 
Who traffic only by retail; | 
Ye grumbling curs, Pd have you know, 
This work is not compil'd for you. 
No, no, the virtuous, good, and kind, 
Are patrons model'd to my mind; 
ak with the fair, the gay, the young, 
y muſe's gladneſs, and her ſong; 
As all, that they approve, is right, 
And all is ſeuſeß that they indite. 


In virtue's cauſe, Pve drawn my pen, 
All vicious foibles to condemn ; 
My chief deſign is reformation, 
And make each happy in his ftation ; 
'To win mankind in pleafing dreſs, 
And morals on their minds impreſs ; 3 
And ſhow, by vice example's road, 
'The way to goodneſs, and to God ; 
The rake, the fop, the debauchee, 
As in a mirrour, here may ſee, 
How bad they are, how good they ought to be. 


ne theſe, my firſt efforts, the public pleaſe, 


My point is gain'd—Pll fit me down at cafe ; 
Regardleſs what the ſurly pedants ſay, 
Canpovur's my judge his ſentence Pll obey ; 
*Tis from his ſentence, I expect my fate, 


His voice alone, can all my joys complete ; 


PI look, with ſcorn, upon theſe muſty foals, 


Who, only moye by old worm-eaten rules. 
May abler heads, in future, ſtrive to fave, 


Poetic merit from oblivion's grave; 


My beſt applauſe, their juſt deſerts ſhall crown, 


Well pleas'd to ſee my mean e outdone, 


The E od of the Second Volume. 
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E N N ATA. 
VOL. Ti 


Line 24, from bottom for fines, read fires. 
Line 17th, before the Word join, read F. 
Line 1ſt, for curſt, read curſe, 

Line 2d, for the, read to. 

Line 3th, for call, read can. 


Line 14th, for kindly, r. kingly. 


Line 1ſt, zd and 13th, for Gambler read & 1 
Line «th from the bottom, for cer read een. 
Line 13th, for from, read form. * 
Line 5th from the bottom, for are, read Were. 
Line 8rh from the bottom, wants an b in once. 
Line 21, for gronning, read geaming. 
Line 21, for Yiee- read Vice. 
Line zd, wants an I in the beginning. 


VO 1; td; 


Line 7th from the bottom, for a, read ard. 
Line 3d, for would, read whole, * 
Line 12th from the bottom, inſert and between, the 
words Land Sea. = 
Line 14th trom the bottom, for exalts, read exulte. 
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